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THE GOLDEN BVLE. 



I. 

" Thou shalt have no other Gods but me." 

In a large, warm, well-lighted room, known 
by all the house as " the nursery," though its 
occupants were fast growing beyond the neces- 
sity of such a room for their own use, one 
evening, at the commencement of the Christ-, 
mas holidays, a boy about ten years old might 
have been seen taking something very carefully 
from his jacket pocket, and depositing it in a 
small box, which he, with equal care, locked, 
and, withdrawing the key, prepared to put it 
in a pocket-book. He had been so earnestly 
engaged, that he had not heard the door quietly 
open, and therefore started with surprise as he 
perceived that his mother stood before him. 
• "What are you doing here, Arthur?" she 
asked. 
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8 THE GOLDEN RULE/ 

" I'm — ^I'm only putting away some things/* 
the boy hesitatingly answered. 

" What sort of things, Arthur ? Answer me 
truly." . 

The boy grew very red, but made no reply. 

" Give me the key of your little box. If 
you will not teU me, I must see what you have 
there." 

Still the boy remained silent and motionless. 

"Arthur," said his mother, very gravely 
and sadly, "you make me very unhappy, and 
I can hardly believe you wish to do so ; but 
this sad habit you have somehow acquired 
I must do my best to break you of, wretched 
as it makes me to punish you. Give me that 
key instantly." 

Slowly Arthur gave the key to his mother, 
and, with beating heart, watched her unlock 
his box, and take from it a half-sovereign. She 
then withdrew the key, leaving the box open, 
and turning again to him, she said — 

" Tou will remain in this room for the rest 
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Tb£ GOLDEN RULE. 9 

of the week, Arthur. I cannot have you with 
us at meals, nor can I allow you to join the 
little party to-morrow evening. I am more 
sorry than you are, my child," she continued, 
laying her hand on his shoulder, as the tears 
welled up in his eyes, and his face grew scarlet 
with his effort to suhdue them. " If you live 
to have a child of your own, you will know 
what courage it requires to punish him." And 
thus saying, she left the room. 

Now, perhaps you will fancy that this child 
had stolen the money which his mother had 
found in his box ; and so I must tell you all 
about it. 

From his babyhood Arthur had shown a 
strange and unnatural love for money, which 
in these very early days had only the effect of 
making people smile; but it soon began to 
make his mother uneasy ; she knew how bad 
habits not only cling to children, but unless 
early broken, " grow with their growth, and 
strengthen with their strength," and, there- 
Digitized by LjOOQIC 



10 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

fore, begged his grandfather, and others, who 
gave him money, to desist from doing so for 
some time, and she greatly hoped that the 
fancy would be forgotten when no longer 
encouraged; biit as soon as he was sent to 
school, she learned from his brothers that he 
sold all his little property that he could pos- 
sibly do without, and that he never told them 
for what sums or what he did with it ; he was 
never seen to purchase anything, nor did any 
amount of ridicule induce him to join in any 
amusement which cost money. Learning this 
at his first holidays, his mother insisted on his 
telling her what he had done with his money, 
and he then confessed that he had saved it, 
and sewn it inside one of his waistcoats that 
no one might find it. She then talked to him 
long and gravely, showed him how dangerous 
was this love of hoarding money — ^how worth- 
less it was save as a means of providing sub- 
sistence for ourselves and families, and for 
assisting those in misfortune — ^that in itself 
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THE GOLDEN RULE. 11 

alone there was nothing to love, nothing to be 
proud of. And then she made him kneel 
beside her, and pray that God would save 
him from the sin of " covetousness, which the 
apostle says is idolatry.'* 

Fondly his mother then hoped that she 
should not again be called on to reprove hinx 
for this fault ; but, alas I evil habits are so 
difficult to overcome, that though for a time 
Arthur was a little better, he soon relapsed, 
and in these his very next hoKdays he was 
again distressing his parents by an evidence of 
his besetting sin. 

It appeared that the day previous to the one 
on which my story commences, Arthur had 
been sent to his uncle's, who lived near, with a 
note, and that he had laughingly said, as he 
always gave his postman a Christmas box, he 
supposed Master Arthur also expected one, and 
had thereupon given the boy half-a-sovereign. 
Instead of at once mentioning this to his 
brothers, on his return home, and offering tq 

V 
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12 THE GOLDEN EULE. 

shaxe it jw^ith them, he said nothing at all 
about it, but sought an early opportunity to 
place it in some safe place, which never occurred 
until the next morning. His mother would 
not have suspected him, but the uncle had 
walked over to see them, and mentioned that 
he had given Arthur half-a-sovereign, as he 
wished to give the other little folks a similar 
present. 

If children only knew or could believe how 
bitter to a parent's heart is the knowledge of 
their children's wrong-doing, surely for love of 
them, if for no higher motive, they would 
strive against their little sins^ and so save 
those true friends — friends such as in a long 
life they will never meet with again — ^many 
an anxious hour, many a sleepless night. 
Arthur was very wretched as he sat alone, and 
teard below stairs merry voices and music and 
dancing, and all the cheerful sounds which spoke 
of the party to which he had looked forward 
with so much delight ; but his sorrow was not 
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THE GOLDEN ETJLE. 13 

SO deep as the mother's, who looked round that 
room, and saw all her children but one there, 
and knew that that one was alone, and in 
punishment for a fault which might become a 
serious sin; and during the course of the 
evening, when the mirth was at its height, and 
none she thought would miss her, she stole up 
to his room, and, sitting down beside him, 
tenderly, lovingly talked to him, urged him to 
remember that it is called more " blessed to 
give than to receive," told him how much 
richer the blessings of the poor would make 
hiTn than any earthly riches, for they might 
purchase for him a home eternal in the heavens, 
for Christ has bid us love and care for the 
poor, if we would show our love to Him, and 
be partakers of His glory hereafter. She told 
him, too, how He, our gracious Saviour, had 
bid us follow Him, and if he thought for a 
moment, he would see how little he was 
obeying that injunction. No moment of His 
time was wasted. He " gathered up the frag- 
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14 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

ments that nothing might be lost;" but it 
was not in amassing worldly wealth, not 
in collecting perishable riches that He was 
occupied, but in acts of love and mercy and 
charity, in the diligent pursuit of His Father's 
business. 

All this she urged him to remember, and 
besought him earnestly to set himself to work 
to cure this failing. 

"To-morrow," she continued, "take your 
half-sovereign, which I will then give you 
back, and spend it in some useful and nice 
book, which will serve as a keepsake from your 
uncle ; and also, I trust, to remind you not to 
give way to the covetous desire of amassing 
money, which will neither be of service to you 
or your fellow-creatures." 

Arthur was by no means a bad hearted little 
boy, and he loved his mother very much, and 
was sorry he had grieved her, and he therefore 
readily promised again to do all she required ; 
and blessing and kissing him, the poor mother 
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THE GOLDEN RULE. 15 

went down to her guests with a Kghter 
heart. 

The next day he bought the book, and his 
father ofltered to write his name in it; and 
when Arthur took the book back in his hand, 
he found written underneath — 

" Abthur Bbeton, a present from his Uncle" 
the words — 

" Thou shalt have no other Gods before me." 

Well ! the holidays ended, and Arthur went 
back to school ; and some few weeks after his 
return, the village where the school was situ- 
ated, on the sea-coast, was visited by an alarm- 
ing gale. The wind was so tremendotts and 
the roaring of the waves so loud, that it even 
disturbed the sotmd slumbers of the boys, and 
one by one the little fellows awoke and called to 
each other to listen to the wind. Presently, 
above the noise of the elements, came the 
low booming sound of a gun ; and the elder 
boy who slept in the room started up, saying. 
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16 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

"That's a ship in distress, close in too; I 
wonder if the Doctor will go out* I should 
like to go, too, if he does/' 

Again the gun's heavy and awful sound was 
heard. 

"There it is again!" said the boy. "Oh, 
I hope he will let me go with him. I think 
he's sure to go." As he spoke the door 
opened softly, and the Doctor entered, shading 
the light with his hand. 

" Are any of you awake ?" he asked, in a 
low voice. 

They all were by this time, and all answered 
him. 

" I expected the gale would wake you — ^it is 
tremendous. There is a wreck on shore, and 
I and the men are going out. The unlucky 
vessel is very fall ; an emigrant ship they say, 
and I must go and see if I can be of use in 
rescuing the sufferers, and bringing them here 
if need be." 

"If you please, sir, may I come with you?" 
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THE GOLDEN RULE. 17 

asked young Conyers, who had been express- 
ing such an eager desire to accompany the 
Doctor. 

" If you like to encounter such a storm, you 
may. A wreck is a grand and awM sight ; 
but you must dress quickly, for I am anxious 
to be off. I will leave you the light. And 
you, my little men," he said, looking round 
at the boys, who were aU sitting up in bed 
hstening to what the Doctor had to say, " you 
who are too young to come out and help, can 
do as much, God knows, perhaps, more good 
by staying at home, and praying for the poor 
folks in such imminent peril; then sleep if 
you can, and bless God that you are safe in 
your beds." 

Conyers was soon dressed, and off with the 
Doctor and the two men-servants. Mrs. Bur- 
net had given them cloaks, and shawls, and 
blankets to carry with them to wrap the 
women and children in as they got them on 
shore ; but it was with the greatest diflBiculty 

c 
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18 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

tliey could manage to carry them, for it was a 
hard matter to keep their footing even tmin- 
cumbered, but they toiled on. It was no dis- 
tance, and in fair weather would not have 
taken them five minutes, but as it was, nearly 
a quarter of an hour elapsed before they 
reached the beach. It was a strange and 
awfiil sight. The beach was crowded with 
persons who had hurried from their beds at 
the first alarm, and, though indistinctly, a 
huge black mass could be discerned close in 
shore, over which the fearful waves kept 
wildly dashing. The Doctor and his party 
just reached the spot as the Coast-guard now 
made their first experiment to fire a rope on 
to the vessel, by which, if they dared brave the 
fearful surf, the passengers might come ashore. 

"There is nothing to be done, I suppose. 
Brown?" asked the Doctor of a weather-beaten 
fisherman who stood near. 

" Nothing, sir, but what they are a doing. 
No boat can live in this sea. If they can catch 
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THE GOLDEN KULB. 19 

the line and rig it up for to bring the poor 
women across they may save a few, though I 
reckon there's few has got heart enough to 
come through such a sea as this/' 

" Poor creatures, God help them," said the 
Doctor. 

" There's no one else can, sir." 

A few moments of breathless suspense and 
alarm, which in all that crowd was not broken 
by a single voice ; and then a loud cheer made 
every heart throb. 

The line had been caught and secured. 
Another breathless silence; and then tho 
strained and eager eyes fancy they see a figure 
coming over the ship's side — surely it is — ^yes, 
through that boiling raging surf comes a 
woman, her life trusted to that rope ; but brave 
hearts and strong hands are working at the 
other end ; courage poor soul ! hold fast, one 
moment longer, and you are safe! — Aye, so 
that soul-stirring shout proclaims she is on 
land safe, and the strong sturdy seaman, who 

c2 
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20 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

has caught her as she sank insensible in his 
arms cannot see, though a strong light is held 
to him, to untie from around her waist where 
it is slung, a sleeping infant some six weeks old 
— for tears, large tears are blinding him. The 
courage of this woman seemed- to have in- 
spired the others, and frequent now were the 
shouts as they landed one after the other — 
women and children from the doomed ves- 
sel — the chief and painful anxiety was now 
whether all could possibly be landed before 
the ship went to pieces. Young Conyers, and 
the Doctor, and his servant took their turns at 
the rope, and worked with the rest indefati- 
gably, while others of the crowd did their part 
in carrying the rescued people to their cot- 
tages — for every house in the village had a 
light in it that night, and fire and warm 
clothing ready for the sufferers. Honour be 
to those who thus remembered their fellow- 
creatures in their trouble, and strove to aid 
them — for alas ! I could tell a different tale 
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of people, wlio, while their fellow-beings were 
keeping their desperate hold of the shattered 
spars of a vessel in like peril, were busily 
employed, not in eflforts to save them, nor 
in amassing comforts for them if saved; 
but in robbing them of their property as the 
waves dashed it on shore ! — ^little children too 
out in that desperate storm hurrying along 
with jewellery, or clothes, or books, or whatso- 
ever that pitiless sea had washed up — to hide 
it at home tmtil rewards were offered for it, or 
it could be sold to the highest bidder. But 
such happily was not the case here — all hafl" 
but one thought to help and to save, and their 
honest exertions and heartfelt prayers were 
answered and rewarded, for none of those who 
had been in such fearful danger were lost, aU 
were spared to praise and glorify Him who 
had spared them. 

The next morning after dinner the Doctor 
told his pupils as they rose to leave the room 
that he had a few words to say to them, and 
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22 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

he must, therefore, request their attention for 
a few moments. 

"You know, my boys," he began, "that a sad 
accident happened here last night, and though, 
through God's mercy, all the unfortunate 
people's lives were saved, they have lost all 
their property which they had amassed to begin 
life in another country with, and are most of 
them now utterly destitute. Mothers with their 
young children without clothes or comforts of 
any kind. It is the wish of every one in the 
village to subscribe for these poor folks, and 
get together, if possible, enough money to give 
them at least necessary clothing and money 
to return to their homes. I have undertaken 
to collect the subscriptions in this village, and 
wherever else I can, and, therefore, I com- 
mence with my own household. I do not 
wish to compel any of you; but it would 
please me to see you all giving as much as you 
can afford to this good cause. I will say 
nothing further than to remind you, that he who 
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gives to the poor, lends to the Lord." Instan fcly 
every hand was extended to the Doctor with an 
offering, with the exception of Arthur Breton. 
Of course he being the only boy, the IJoctor 
asked him why he did not join with his com- 
panions in giving, if only a trifle, to the col- 
lection. Arthur grew very red, but made no 
answer. The kind Doctor imagining he had 
some reason which he did not wish to mention 
before the boys, told them they might all go, 
and he would send Arthur to them presently. 

" Now, my man," he said, when they were 
alone, " tell me why you did not give some- 
thing to the subscription — ^if you are short of 
money, I will lend you some. Only speak, 
and let me help you if I can.'' 
Still Arthur kept silence. 
Again the Doctor said, 
" Shall I lend you some money?" 
" No, thank you, sir," at length he said. 
" You cannot mean that you do not wish to 
give, Breton, surely?" 
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Arthur again made no answer. 

"Now Breton/' said the Doctor, more 
severely, " answer me without equivocation — 
have you any money ? I am waiting for an 
answer." 

The Doctor paused for some moments. 
^* Very well, sir, you do not answer me, for 
which, as a breach of respect, I must punish 
you. Tou will not go out this afternoon, nor 
again until you have answered me. So bring 
me your Homer, that you may be employed 
till tea-time. Eecollect/' he continued, as 
Arthur prepared to leave the room, '* I am not 
punishing you for not giving to the collection, 
but for not answering me or giving me a satis- 
factory reason why you should be the only boy 
not subscribing. I told you in the beginning 
that I should not compel you to give, nor 
should I, had you said you wanted your money 
for some other purpose. I should not in the 
slightest degree have interfered with you, but 
have left the matter to your own conscience;. 
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but I cannot snbmit to such open disrespect as 
a refusal to answer me when I ask you a 
question. Now go and fetch your book." 

A group of boys had collected in the court- 
yard to wait for Arthur, but one by one they 
were dropping off, tired of waiting. There had 
been much questioning amongst them as to 
why Arthur would not give to the collection. 

" Oh, don^t you know," said one boy ; " I do. 
He's a regular miser; he never spends a farthing 
on anything. What he does with his money I 
can't think, for he has a shilling a week." 

" Hides it, I suppose," said another fellow. 
" I vote we find it and frighten him by carry- 
ing it off," said the first speaker. 

This proposal was unanimously approved of; 
and accordingly it was arranged that three of 
the strongest fellows should remain outside his 
bed-room door whilst the others hunted for his 
money. After turning over all his clothes 
they discovered something hard in the lining 
of one of his jackets. With a shout of triumph 
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they began hastily to unrip it, and they dis- 
covered the object of their search, some seven 
or eight shillings, in a little bag. Hurriedly 
placing the things again as they found them, 
they started off to visit the wreck, which this 
incident had interrupted ; the elder boy of the 
party having deposited the money in a place of 
safety. A few days only elapsed before Arthur 
discovered his loss, and then he knew not how 
to act. To inquire for it would reveal that he 
had money, which was the last thing he wished, 
and yet his distress of mind was so great at 
having lost this, to him, great treasure, that he 
knew not how to conceal it. At length, in 
despair, he went to the housekeeper and men- 
tioned his loss to hej ;• she narrowly questioned 
the servants, but being unable to learn from 
them anything about it, she went at once to 
the Doctor and told him thdrt; Master Arthur 
Breton had lost eight shillings. The conse- 
quence of which was an order from the Doctor 
for Arthur to appear in his study. 
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" My dear boy/' he said, as sopn as Arthur 
appeared, " I think I have found out why you 
did not subscribe to the collection with the 
other boys, and the reason of your silence when 
I questioned you was a laudable wish not to 
get any one into trouble by stating the facts ; 
however, it has come to my knowledge, and I 
shall at once endeavour to restore your lost 
property, and then, if you wish, you can give 
me a small sum to aid the unfortunate sufferers 
for whom we are all so interested. Poor boy," 
he continued, smiling kindly at him, "you could 
not give your money when you had not got it. 
I am greatly in hopes it is only a foolish trick 
of sopae of the boys, for it would be indeed a 
sad thing to find we Hd^di: a thief amongst us ; 
but at any rate you shall be no loser. How 
much is the suin ?" 

"Eight shillings, sir,*' answered Arthur, in 
a low voice. 

"Quite a. little fortune at your age; but 
never mind, you shall have it back somehow ; 
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afid remember that though I still consider yoix 
ought to have answered me, I feel the motive 
which kept j^ou silent was a very laudable one. 
You may go now." 

. Oh! how soon, how fearfdlly soon, does 
one wrong lead to another ! 

Arthur took all this undeserved praise with- 
out at once disclaiming it, because he feared to 
say that he had the money but did not choose 
to give it ; that to hoard it was his greatest 
delight. He was ashamed of his fault, and yet 
had neither courage to own or overcome it. 

But a day of reckoning was at hand, and 
Arthur's next interview with the Doctor in his 
study was of a very different kind. 

" Breton," he saitl, " there is your money, 
I have got it back fer you as I promised, but 
I am compelled by the duty I owe those who 
placed you under my care to flog you for your 
deceitful conduct. I must do one of two 
things, — flog or expel you ; and I choose the 
former as less likely to injure yoii, and because 
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I feel I had better strive to cure you of youV 
faults tlian return you to your friends as you 
are. There is no doubt that you will suflfer 
much from the ridicule of your companions, 
who will call you little miser and many other . 
names of the kind ; and I trust, young as you 
are, it will have the effect of curing you of 
this bad habit. I leave that to them ; but for 
your deceit in permitting me to praise you for 
what you knew you did not deserve, I shall 
punish you in the severest way I can." 

Accordingly the Doctor carried out his threat, 
flogged him, and sent him to his room for the 
rest of the day, and whilst in that solitude 
and punishment Arthur remembered the book 
which he had bought in the holidays, and 
what his Father had written therein, and then 
for the jfirst time he saw what the words 
meant. 

Surely he was making money his God — 
for was he not neglecting to obey His laws — 
stooping to deceit, neglecting the poor, and in 
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no way acting up to his baptismal vow, to 
indulge himself in his darling sin ? For what- 
soever shall make us forget God and neglect or 
disobey his ordinances, makes us guilty of 
breaking the First Commandment — "Thou 
shalt have no other gods before^ me/* 

And now, my darlings, you must imagine 
that ten years have passed away : in that time 
many changes have taken place in the Breton 
family. The nursery is now inhabited by a little 
baby only a montli or two old, and her little 
sister, some three years old. Their names are 
Breton, too; but our little Arthur, now a 
young man, is their uncle. They are come to 
stay with grandmamma and grandpapa for 
Christmas ; they are collecting aU their family 
about them ; and if we look into the drawing- 
room we phall find Arthur grown out of all 
knowledge, sitting beside his mother, whose 
grey hair speaks of the years that are 
flown. 

" My dear boy,'* said Mrs. Breton, as she 
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held her son's hand, " it is quite a treat to see 
you; you have not been down to see me for so 
long." 

"Mother, railway travelling is expensive/' 
he answered. 

"Very true, my boy." But his mother 
sighed, and looked anxiously at him. 

He was only just twenty, but lines of care 
were marking his face, and making him look 
older by many years. 

"Tou are quite happy, love?" she asked. 
" You like your profession ?" 

"Oh, yes — ^amazingly." 

" That's well. And your lodgings— are they 
comfortable ?" 

"Very, mother, thank you; and very con- 
venient, too— only a short distance from the 
station, so that I have no occasion to cab it. 
I can always w^lk." 

"And have you made any agreeable bc- 
quaintances in the neighbourhood ?" 

" Oh, no ; I have no time for visiting." 
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"I am afraid you work too hard, dear 
And your clergyman — do you like him ?" 
" I know nothing of him, my dear mother/' 
"No, I did not expect you to know him 
personally ; you have not been long in your 
present lodgings, and London, I know, has 
such large districts, that clergymen cannot 
make personal acquaintance with their flock, 
unhappily, for a long time, if ever; but I 
mean, do you like him in the church ?" 

Arthur's face flushed. He was still young 
enough to feel shame, as he answered, 

" I don't go to church — I have never time." 
" Oh! Arthur, Arthur," said his poor mother, 
" is it possible that I live to hear a child of 
mine confess that he thus wilfully neglects 
God's services? Arthur, the error of your 
childhood is growing with you, as I feared, 
and becoming the sin of your riper age. In 
pity pause before it is too late. How can yon 
expect a blessing on the week's toil without 
asking it on that day which God has conse- 

/ 
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crated to His service? Ton are breaking all 
His commandineiits, as you break the first. 
You have another God in your heart whom 
you worship before Him ; you therefore do not 
hallow His sabbath-day nor honour your 
parents, by showing to the world that they 
have striven to make you good and holy. 
It is not too late yet, Arthur, to amend your 
ways. Eemove this false god from your heart, 
and turn to the true and righteous One — then 
will your labours be blessed, and the work of 
your hands prosper." 

" My dear mother," said, Arthur, rising and 
kissing his mother, down whose cheeks the 
tears were now falling fast, " you are making a 
mountain of a molehill; I must work while 
I'm young, and when Tm old m be as good 
and pious as you wish me. Let me enjoy 
the few days* holiday I am now giving myself, 
and in return I promise you to go to church 
with you to-morrow." 

D 
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One more scene ere my story for this even- 
ing is concluded : — 

A fine vessel, heavily laden, from Australia, 
has struggled for a day and night in a fearful 
storm. Amongst her passengers is one stem, 
hard-featured man, whose terror and anxiety 
are sad to witness. But it is not for his life 
he fears, but for what to him is dearer stiU — 
his gold. That vessel bears the wealth he 
has toiled for in a distant land, which he is 
bringing to England uninsured, to save the 
cost of the insurance. And now on the very 
shores of his native land, thus far in safety, 
he may lose it all. The men have worked at 
the pumps all night; all that a brave, well- 
disciplined crew could do has been done ; but 
it is hopeless — ^the vessel fills fast, and the 
captain gives the order for all to leave her. 
The boats are lowered; women and children 
are sent first — luckily there are but a few on 
board — ^but as the last boat is about to leave 
the vessel the captain exclaims — 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



THE GOLDEN BULE. 85 

"Hold! Iiere is one more. Quick — quick, 
man, your life is in peril. There is room for 
you and me in this boat — quick — quick/' 

" My gold — ^my property !" exclaims Arthur 
Breton, for you may have guessed it was 
him. 

"It cannot be saved. I have a wife and 
family, and must go, if you will not." And 
so saying, the captain leapt into the boat. 

Some hours after a seemingly lifeless body 
was washed on shore, whom some humane 
people carried to their home, and strove to 
restore to animation. Their efforts were at 
length successful; and, opening his eyes, he 
stared with wild astonishment at the kind 
faces bending over him, and then, as if bewil- 
dered, said — 

"Where am I? Conway, I can't help 
you ; it's aU gone. I have not a farthing — 
I cannot help you, if I would." 

"Do not agitate yourself, my dear sir. 
Thank God, we need no help; we have had 
D 2 
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His, and are now doing very well, and right 
glad to be able to help you. We learnt from 
the captain that he feared one of his passengers, 
a Mr. Breton, was lost, and knowing that 
you were expected about this time, we guessed 
it was our old friend, and have been anxiously 
looking out for you. But you have had a 
great shock, and must be very quiet now." 

Arthur Breton threw himself back on his 
pillow, and spoke no more. 

Yes, truly was he sheltered and comforted 
in his present desolate and destitute state by 
a young man, who in a time of great trouble, 
had come to ask his aid, and had been roughly 
denied ; but who having, by constant industry 
and prayer and trust in that merciful God, 
who does not willingly afflict the children of 
men, raised himself to comfort and independ- 
ence, was now happily married to a young 
girl, who had waited for him, prayed for 
him, and encouraged him through his first 
hard struggle with the world. They had had 
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no other God bnt one, and Him they had 
worshipped in spirit and in truth, and thus, 
even in this world, were reaping their reward 
— ^theirs, too, was not only lip-service, they 
showed they loved God by keeping his com- 
mandments, and were thus returning good for 
evil, by succouring and aiding him who had 
refused to help them. 

Penitent, when it was too late, anxious to 
show that penitence, when no time was allowed 
him, Arthur Breton s last days were very 
sad. ones. 

The unceasing toil he had endured in Aus- 
tralia, the long time he had been in the water, 
and the excitement and distress of mind con- 
sequent on his shipwreck and loss of property, 
caused a long illness, from which he never 
recovered, but sank gradually into the grave, 
munoumed and uncared for. A very little 
property which he had in the funds kept him 
from positive want, and the good Conways 
insisted on his coming to reside with them 
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(his father and mother had been dead some 
years, and his brothers were abroad); they 
could not help feeling for his lone and miser- 
able conclition. During his illness, as he lay 
listening to the waves washing on the shore, 
in memory he was carried back to his school- 
boy days ; he remembered then another ship- 
wreck, when he had refused to give his mite 
to the aid of the sufferers ; how painfully that 
thought tortured him as he lay there a sufferer 
by a like misfortune ! In memory he saw his 
gentle mother, and heard her speaking to him 
words of counsel and of warning, and felt how 
truly had her forebodings been realized^ that 
the error of his youth would become the sin 
of his riper years. Well for that poor mother 
that she was resting beneath the sod in the 
quiet graveyard, and knew not how truly she 
had spoken. 

He had left a trunk of books behind him at 
his lodgings when he went abroad, and which 
he had sent for when he took up his residence 
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with the Conways. A few days before his death, 
he asked to be raised up and the trunk brought 
him, for he wanted a book out of it. When 
he had found it, he placed it in Mrs. Conway's 
hand, saying, 

" Give that to your boy, as a parting gift 
from me, and tell him my story ; tell him my 
mother made me buy that with the first 
money she caught me hoarding, and my 
father wrote these words in the first page as a 
warning to me. Would to heaven it had 
proved so ! I should not now be lying here 
tortured by the memory of wasted years — 
wasted, as I feel they have been now, in 
amassing wealth, which has purchased for me 
neither happiness here or hereafter. Teach 
him, as yon love him, to have his treasure in 
heaven, where there is no moth, or rust, or 
thieves to break through and steal, and to wor- 
ship and serve the One true God, and have no 
other God but Him, 
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"Thou shalt not make to thyself aitt orayezt 
ulage, nob the likeness of anythino that is in 
heaten aboye, ob in the eabth beneath, ob in 
the watebs undeb the eabth*. thou shalt not 
bow down to theh, nob wobship them: fob i 
the lobd thy god am a jealous god, and visit 
the sins of the fathebs upon the childben unto 
the thibd and foubth genebation of them that 

HATE me; and shew MEBCY unto THOUSANDS IN 
THEM THAT LOVE ME^ AND KEEP MY COMMANDMENTS." 
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**Tlie7 may not woisliip or bow down^ 
To cross of stone or wood; 
Though it be our redemption's sign, 
Btich worship is not good.'* ' 

Hymnifor LiUle Children 
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II. 



^ Thoa shalt not make to tbjself any graven image, nor 
tlie likeness of aujtbing that is in heaven above, or 
in the earth beneath, or in the waters under the earth : 
thou shalt not bow down to them, nor worship them : 
for I the Lord thj God am a jealous God, and visit 
the sins of the fathers upon the children unto the 
third and fourth generation of them that hate me; 
and shew mercy unto thousands in them that love 
me, and keep my commandments." 

In a pretty country-house, in one of England's 
loveliest villages, lived a widow lady and her 
only child, a gentle, intelligent girl, about 
seventeen years of age. They had a sufficient 
income to live as befitted their station, and to 
place them far above the reach of want ; and 
their peaceful, happy lives might have been 
envied by maay anxious and restless people who 
have not learnt that blessed lesson, in " what- 
soever state they are, therewith to be content." 
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Lady Spencer had become a widow when 
this her only little girl was but a few months 
old ; and having deeply and fondly loved her 
husband, had never wished to marry again; 
for she had felt no other could ever take 
his place. Her whole thoughts and aflfections 
had been centered in her child therefore, and 
her life's aim was to bring her up in *'the nur- 
ture and admonition of the Lord." Amy well 
repaid her care ; for she grew up, as I have 
said, gentle and sweet-tempered, and more than 
ordinarily intelligent. She had been trained 
and educated entirely by her mother : she had 
been to no school, and had no governess ; and 
when a mother is enabled thus to devote her- 
self to her girl's education, there is little doubt 
but that the result is better than any other 
mode of instruction ; but few mothers are able 
to do this, and then they can only pray to be 
directed in their choice of some one to under- 
take this serious charge. As her mother loved 
Amy, so she loved her mother, and their lives 
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passed on peacefully and happily. With kind 
and compassionate hearts for the sorrows 
of their pioorer neighbours, they had still a 
ready willingness to join in all the cheerful 
society of those of their own rank; so that 
not a soul in that pretty village but welcomed 
with a glad smile the approach of the sweet 
quiet widow lady and her daughter. 

It was a bright summer's morning when I 
must first introduce them to you. Amy was 
on the lawn gathering a few flowers to make a 
bouquet for her mother, which all the summer 
long she each nioming placed on the breakfast- 
table for her ; and from her bedroom window 
the mother could see her darling, and occa- 
sionally talk and laugh with her as she finished 
dressing. When she had done gathering her 
flowers, Amy went to the garden gate to wait 
for the postman, and take the letters from him, 
for she could see across the field the old man 
with his bag strapped to his back, and his crab 
stick, coming along as fast as his weight 
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of nearly seventy years would let him. He 
reached the gate at last, and seeing it was the 
young lady who was waiting, hastily undid his 
hag, and gave her three letters. She thanked 
him, and cheerfully wishing him good morning, 
she ran in with her packet. Her mother was 
hy this time down stairs. 

" Here's a budget, mamma dear," she said, 
" and one is on foreign paper, but it does not 
look like Aunt Marian s writing — ^is it ?" 

"No; it is not her writing, certainly. I 
will open it first, as I see my little girl's eyes 
glistening with curiosity," said Lady Spencer, 
laughing. 

She did so accordingly, and found the letter 
was from a friend of hers in Italy, requesting 
her to allow her daughter to he an inmate of 
her house for a short time, as she thought it 
advisable for • many reasons that she should 
return to England. She had no other friend 
with whom she would like to trust her, and 
she could not return herself, as her second 
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daughter's health rendered a stay in a warm 
climate most important. 

Amy looked at her mother as she finished 
reading, inquiringly, but said nothing. 

" Well, Amy," she asked, " what do you say? 
do you like the idea of this companion?" 
. "Wears very happy together, dear mamma." 

" Exactly, darling ; and you half fear whether 
a third party will add to that happiness ; still, 
we must not only consult our ovm comfort. 
Mrs. Douglas is a very old friend of mine, and 
I should not like to refuse any favour she 
might ask me, so I think I must say yes, and 
we must make the best of this young lady, and 
when her visit terminates, enjoy each other's 
society the more for the interruption." 

Amy sighed as she answered, " Just as you 
like, dear mamma ; but I do wish Mrs. Douglas 
had some other old friend with whom she would 
lath^ place her daughter." 

" Well, my darling, I never like doing what 
you do not fancy ; but in this instance I feel 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



48 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

I must ; it is a duty I owe to friendsliip, and I 
am quite sure you will help me to carry it out." 
Accordingly, that same day, a letter was 
dispatched announcing Lady Spencer's willing- 
ness to receive the young lady; and Amy, 
whose chief delight was to please her mother, 
was most active and eager in making prepara- 
tions for her arrival. That day week, just as 
the evening was lengthening the shadows, and 
giving a pleasant coolness to the air, which had 
been very sultry during the day, a carriage, 
well packed with luggage, drew up before Lady 
Spencer's door, and from it alighted the tra- 
veller, whose arrival Amy had been expecting 
with great trepidation. Lady Spencer advanced 
into the hall to receive her, and gave her a kind 
and cordial welcome, and leading her into the 
drawing-room, introduced her to Amy, who 
felt still more alarmed when she found the new 
comer was a tall, handsome, commanding- 
looking girl, evidently many years older than 
herself. 
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It was soon quite evident that their guest 
had no shyness on her part to overcome. She 
had evidently mixed much in the world, and 
amused them during dinner with anecdotes of 
people whom she had met abroad, wliich she 
told with great humour and spirit, quite charm- 
ing and astonishing little quiet Amy ; and her 
delight at her new friend was fiiUy completed, 
when she found that she was a first-rate 
musician, .and played and sang admirably. In 
short the first evening passed away most 
agreeably, and when Amy went into her 
mother's room at night to read to her as usual, 
her first exclamation was — 

" Oh ! mamma, is not she charming ? Don t 
yon like her?" 

Ijady Spencer smiled as she answered, 

" I am too old to form hasty judgments, 
darling ; she is very agreeable, that is as far as 
I have got yet.*' 

'' Well, I am so delighted with her, that I 
ana quite glad I did not indulge my first 

£ 
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selfish wish, and coax you not to invite her/'' 
said Amy, laughing, " for I could have coaxed 
you, sweet mother, could I not?*' 

"No, little saucy girl, not in this instance, 
I think ; but come, we must read, or you will 
have no beauty sleep to-night." 

The next morning Amy was up at her 
usual early hour, and as soon as she was 
dressed, ran and knocked at Miss Douglas s 
door, to ask how she had slept, and if she was 
inclined to come out in the garden. 

" I am not quite ready," she answered, *' for 
I have been unpacking my treasures to see 
that they had not got injured ; but I will soon 
be dressed now, and come to you/* 

So Amy went down and out into the garden, 
and picked her flowers, and talked over the 
gate to some children running to school, and 
to an old woman who came each morning for 
the skim-milk, and at last she saw Miss Douglas 
crossing the lawn, and ran to meet her. 

The two girls walked in the garden for some 
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time, as Lady Spencer was later than usual, 
and she noticed from her bed-room window 
how eagerly Miss Douglas was talking, and 
how Amy listened with uplifted face and 
eyes fixed on her new fnend, and for some 
undefined reason, for which she could not 
herself account, Lady Spencer felt uneasy. 

And the days went on, the regular routine 
of the household undisturbed by the new 
guest, but Lady Spencer's uneasiness increased 
rather than diminished. It was evident that 
she was no longer her child's first thought ; 
another had taken her place ; Amy had neither 
eyes nor ears for any one but the fascinating 
Cecilia Douglas. 

She had been an inmate of their house nearly 
a fortnight, when one day Lady Spencer had 
occasion to go into her daughter's room, and 
found her busily unpacking a small deal box* 
As her mother opened the door, she hastily 
poshed the shavings back into the box, and 
drew on the cover. This hurried attempt at 
B 2 
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concealment did not of course escape her 
mother s notice, and she therefore thought it 
right at once to ask what she had there. 

."Only a little — ^little ornament, mamma/' 
she answered, hesitatingly. 

" May I not see it, love ?" asked her mother 
gently. 

" Oh ! yes, if yon wish,*' said Amy, with a 
little nervous laugh ; " but it is only a little 
thing Cecy got for my room.'* 

" You tised to show and tell me everything, 
my child," said Lady Spencer, sorrowfully. 
" You have not surely yet forgotten that what 
pleases you, interests me." 

Amy's face was crimson as she bent over the 
box to take out the contents; but she made 
no answer. 

When she succeeded in removing the sha- 
vings and wadding in which it was packed, 
she displayed to her mother a beautifully 
carved cross in stone. 

Lady Spencer took it in her hand and ex- 
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amined it^ and then giving it back to her 
daughter, said, 

" It is very handsome ; beantifally executed. 
Where are you going to place it ?" 

" On this bracket of leather work. "Will it 
not look well there?" 

" It cannot fail to look well anywhere, love, 
I think ;" and giving it back to Amy without 
farther comment, she left the room. The 
girls had arranged that afternoon to take a 
long ramble in search of wild flowers ; and as 
soon as they were gone. Lady Spencer deter- 
mined to visit Miss Douglas's room, as the 
vague uneasiness she had felt was beginning 
to take a tangible shape since the interview 
with Amy in the morning. 

Amy had taken great pains to arrange Miss 
Douglas's room for her arrival, and had placed 
in it books and flowers, and a writing-table in 
the bay window, with everything she could re- 
quire, till both she and her mother decided there 
was nothing left to be done to make it pretty 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



54 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

and comfortable ; but she was evidently of -quite 
a different opinion, for Lady Spencer scarcely 
recognised the room when she entered it, 
its appearance was so changed. In place of a 
print of Landseer, which hung over the mantel- 
piece, was an old oil painting of the Martyrdom, 
of St. Sebastian. The Chelsea china orna- 
ments on the shelf had been removed, and 
small plaster images substituted. One for the 
centre, a Holy Family, and the two others. 
Guardian Angels. 

In a recess in the room the writing-table 
was placed, and on . a black velvet cloth, 
which covered it, lay a large splendidly bound 
Bible with massive book-markers, and a prayer- 
book equally costly. Over the table was an 
oak bracket, and on it a stone cross similar 
to Amy's, but much larger. Lady Spencer 
stood quietly looking at the room for some 
time, and then returned to the drawing-room, 
foil of thought and anxiety. 

She received the girls kindly and cheerfully 
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when they returned from their walk, and said 
notliing of the subject which was uppermost 
in her mind until after dinner, when she told 
Amy she wished to speak to her for a few 
moments in her room. 

As soon as the door was closed Lady Spencer 
took her child's hand in hers, and said, 

" Amy, love, for the first time in your life 
you have made me anxious and unhappy, and 
I therefore at once wish to speak to you, that 
you may remove this anxiety, if you can. We 
have been more like two dear friends than 
mother and daughter — no secrets have ever 
existed between us — nothing to mar or disturb 
our perfect confidence in each other, our 
tranquil, peaceftd existence; but. Amy, a 
shadow is between us now, and I must have it 
removed. First of all, teU me why you were 
anxious to conceal that cross from me.*' 

Amy's fia.ce crimsoned, but she answered at 
once, 

** Cecy said I had better not show it you 
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before it was up in its place — that you might 
not then notice it ; and some people did not 
like crosses." 

"Cecy must have been with very strange 
people, my child, if she has ever found any 
who expressed dislike to a cross. / have such 
a love and veneration for it, that I cannot bear 
to see it modelled in wood and stone, and 
paraded through the street on every image- 
boy's head, or sold in shops, with other trivial 
things, or worn as a common ornament. To 
me, as the emblem of our beautiful Faith, it is 
a sacred object, only to be used to mark the 
restiQg-place of those who have died in that 
Faith, and in that Faith hope to rise again. 
How do you like the alterations in your friend's 
room?" 

" Have you seen it, mamma? Cecy always 
locks the door." 

"That is an Irish way of answering a 
question, Amy, by asking another. I have 
seen the room, for the door was not locked. 
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Now answer me. Do you like the altera- 
tions?" 

" Yes, dear mamma ; I do think a bed-room 
should have things in . it to make one serious 
and thoughtful. Cecy says she cannot bear 
anything frivolous in her room." 

Lady Spencer paused for a moment, and then 
said, 

" Well, my Amy, my object in sending for 
you was not to lecture you or find fault with 
you or your friend — simply to warn you that 
the temptations of the Evil One are very 
subtle ; and his work is never so apparent, nor 
his triumph so great, as when he tempts a 
child to deceive her parents by secretly following 
some reHgious doctrine which is either opposed 
to their views or has never been taught by 
them." 

Touched by her mother's words. Amy flung 
her arms round her neck, and as the ready tears 
filled her eyes, assured her again and again 
that she did not wish {o deceive her, and that 
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she would earnestly try to avoid any sncb 
temptation. 

" God grant you strength to do so, my child, 
and help you to avoid that first step to idolatry 
— ^the making of the graven image, which, 
from admiring, you may come to worshipping." 

Lady Spencer said no more at the time, hut 
determined to keep a watchful eye on her 
daughter and her friend. 

The following Sunday, in the afternoon. Miss 
Douglas asked Lady Spencer if she and Amy 
might take a walk, the weather was so lovely ; 
and they thought they should much like to 
walk to the next village, go to church there, 
and walk back. 

"I do not much approve of your leaving 
your own church, I must say. I think dear 
old Mr. Morton will miss you. Amy, and will 
scarcely like to know you have gone to church 
in the next parish without any necessity to do 



so." 



But, dear Lady Spencer, the worthy old 
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gentleman shonld strive to give one a better 
service and more instructive sermon, if he 
expects one to come and hear him. I must 
own I thiuk it a little martyrdom hearing the 
service droned through as it is, and submitting 
to a lengthy sermon, from which one can derive 
no possible lesson." 

"The worst speak something good. If all 
want sense, God takes a text, and preacheth 
patience," answered Lady Spencer, quietly. 

" Ah, so dear old Herbert says," answered 
Miss Douglas, laughing; "but I fear I shall 
never be so good as he was. However, may 
we go to Farley this afternoon? I am most 
anxious to hear the service there : I hear it is 
wonderful for a country church." 

"This once I will not deny you; but I must 
-make it a particular request that you do not 
ask me again to let Amy go, for it is against 
all my principles to permit lier to leave her 
parish church simply because she prefers some 
other method of conducting the service. Of 
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course I shall not control your actions ; but 
after to-day I positively forbid Amy going to 
any church but her own." 

And so they went; and the whole of the 
evening the girls could discourse of nothing 
but Farley church and its choir, the beautiful 
manner in which it was restored, and the 
painful contrast it formed to their own church. 

Lady Spencer allowed them to talk on with- 
out making any comment until they com- 
menced some disparaging remarks against Mr. 
Morton, the vicar. She then looked up quietly 
from the book she was reading, and said, 

" Cecilia, you are, I think, four-and-twenty, 
and you. Amy, seventeen; your ages united 
make you twenty years younger than Mr. 
Morton. 1 think we will, if you please, give 
him credit for the greater experience such an 
advantage in years must bring, and therefore 
presume he can manage his church and parish 
better than you could.*' 

" But, dear Lady Spencer, you cannot really 
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like Mr. Morton^s sermons, or the dreadful 
singing and the wretched utterance of the 
responses, in the countryfied nasal twang; 
surely it must grate on your ear. To me it is 
positively painful." 

*' My dear girl, I was always taught, and I 
have never forgotten the lesson, that we had 
no right to judge or cavil at the teacher placed 
over us. However much we may personally 
dislike either his delivery or mode of teaching, 
we should never allow ourselves to express it. 
I must again quote to you George Herbert. 
* God sent him, whatsoe'er he be, tarry and 
love him for his Master.' With regard to the 
singing and responses, I admit that the fine 
modulated tones of an educated choir fall more 
pleasingly on the ear; but I do not go to 
church to be pleased, and am only too glad 
to hear the ' countryfied twang* you speak of, 
as it assures me that the congregation are 
joining as they are intended to do in the 
prayers and praises to God. We have all 
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our besetting sin, my dear Cecilia, against 
which we should strive ; and yours is, I can see, 
in this short acquaintance, a devotion to the 
gratification of the eye and ear ; depend on it 
this is a form of idolatry, which may cause, if 
not overcome, the breaking of that command 
which forbids us to worship any graven image. 
To-morrow I shall ask Mr. Morton to dine 
with us, and I think you will learn, on a nearer 
acquaintance, to esteem and respect him as I do. 
Though his sermons may not strike by their 
eloquence, if you listen to them without pre- 
judice, you will find them the production of a 
sound churchman, and full of that common 
sense, which is often the most valuable sense 
we can possess." 

Accordingly, the next day, the vicar dined 
with them, and in the course of the evening 
Lady Spencer purposely led the conversation 
to Farley church, and all that had been done 
there. 

"Yes, Mr. Stanmore has private property 
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and rich friends, wMcli enable him to indulge 
himself in his hobby," said Mr. Morton, 
" which is the restoration of churches. I am 
not similarly placed. We have had long con- 
versations about it, but we do not quite agre.e. 
He thinks that what he considers right and 
good he should do without consulting the pre- 
judices of Jus people, and there I differ with 
him ; but otherwise I think him an admirable, 
hard-working, and very clever man. I am 
sure if I had the fdnds even to do it, I should 
greatly disturb the devotions of my humble 
congregation if I attempted any great changes 
in the church, which they remember as it is as 
long as they can remember anything ; an4 it is, 
therefore, a question in my mind whether, even 
if I could, I ought to do it. A clergyman is 
bound, I think, to consult only the good of his 
flock, not his own taste. It is curious and 
interesting to note the prejudices of the poor — 
how fondly they cling to old habits and old 
easterns; and if I could have the pleasure of 
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seeing the church restored to its ancient beauty, 
it would destroy it all if I missed one accus- 
tomed face from its seat, or heard one poor old 
being say *that the church was very hand- 
some, but not like the dear old church he was 
used to/ Father, grandfather, and great grand- 
father have sat in those old seats, and there is 
a tender memory connected with every part of 
the church which I could not ruthlessly destroy 
to gratify my own taste." 

"Well, but the singing, sir, do not you like 
to hear that well executed ?" Miss Douglas ven- 
tured to ask. 

" Indeed I do like it, my dear young lady, 
much ; but to my ear it is still sweeter music to 
listen to the tremulous voices of the aged poor 
I have served amongst so long, joining in the 
simple psalm-tune, than to hear the finest 
Gregorian chant that ever was sung. Yet under- 
stand me that I do not think others wrong who 
conduct their church services as Mr. Stanmore 
does. If he likes it and his parishioners like it, 
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all is well; but I have always feared to 'put 
a stumbling-block, or an occasion to fall, in my 
brother's way,' and have therefore striven to 
keep things, as far as I could, on the safe side, 
as I have considered it. I think we ought all 
to learn that fourteenth chapter of Eomans by 
heart, it would make us gentler and more liberal 
in our judgment of others. I wiU tell you a 
little story, if you will not think me tedious, 
which may be useful to you as a warning, if 
nothing else, to show you what danger may 
arise from devotion to what is beautiful, which 
is, after all, but a species of idolatry." Lady 
Spencer glanced at Miss Douglas, who, with a 
flushed face, was bending over her embroidery, 
and Amy said, with a little nervous laugh, as 
she too looked at her friend, 

" Oh, a story wiU be delightful, I am quite a 
baby still about a story/* 

" And like the babies, you too may like it 
the better because it is the story of a life," said 
Mr. Morton, smiling, "so I will begin. A friend 

J? 
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of mine had an only son, who at a very early 
age showed symptoms of unusual intelligence ; 
he determined, therefore, to give him the ad- 
vantage of a good education, and rather strained 
a point to send him to college. At his first 
vacation his father noticed there was a change 
in him ; he was silent and moody, and nothing 
seemed to satisfy him. In a few days he told 
his father he had heen asked to go and visit a 
friend of his, who had a living a few miles off, 
and thinking a change might cheer him and 
do him good, his father persuaded him to accept 
the invitation. He was away a short time, and 
on his return seemed more cheerful, and 'so 
his father hoped that the cloud, whatever it 
might have been, had passed away; but on 
the following Sunday, after accompanying his 
father to church, he began to complain, in no 
measured terms, of the manner in which the 
service was conducted, and compare it with the 
beauty of the church and its services at his 
friend's, and ended by saying he could not go 
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to their own church again, as it was perfect 
pain to him. His father reasoned with him 
kindly and gently, but to no purpose; and 
during the rest of the vacation he would not go 
to the parish church, but persisted in walking 
some miles to another, where, to his fancy, 
things were better managed. In vain his father 
strove to point out how wrong he was, and to 
persuade him that it was his duty to take 
humbly the teaching provided for him in the 
parish where he was jiaced ; that for the exer- 
cise of self-denial and patience, if for nothing 
else, it was good for him, and he ought to look 
at it in that light. He would not be persuaded, 
and went back to the university without going 
again to the village church. As he wrote very 
seldom to his father after his return, and when 
he did the letters were so short and unsatisfac- 
tory, he determined to pay him an unexpected 
visit, and see how he was getting on. He was 
out when his visitor arrived, and so he had 
time to look about him. The room was very 
p 2 
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quietly famished — ^nothing remarkable about 
it save a beautiful picture (the only one) of 
the Madonna. On a small table underneath 
the picture stood a vase filled with white lilies. 
The inner room was his sleeping apartment, 
and that was arranged more like a small chapel 
than anything else. Nothing but the bed 
proved it to be a sleeping-room. Little images 
of saints decorated the mantelpiece, and prints 
of holy subjects adorned the walls. On a table, 
covered with dark velvet, lay books of prayer, 
above which was hung a large massive cross, 
and before it a stool covered with handsome 
embroidery. The bedstead was of iron, with 
one very hard mattrass on it, and covered with 
very light clothing, as though the owner was 
determined to resist any temptation to sel& 
indulgence. His father had just completed his 
survey of the rooms when his son entered. 
They had a long and serious conversation, and 
it ended, unhappily, in anger ; for in the heat 
of argimient> the desire to maintain his own 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



THE GOLDEN BULE. 60 

opinion, the son forgot that deference which a 
child, be he any age, should never omit to pay to 
a parent's opinion, however much he may differ 
with him. My old friend returned to his home 
with a heavy heart. He was his only son, and 
he loved him with a deep and overwhelming 
love. Bitter was the grief, therefore, to see 
how estranged he had become from him — ^how 
some more engrossing feeling was weaning his 
boy's heart from him. This last vacation the 
young man has spent in Rome, and I yesterday 
had a letter from my poor old friend, ftdl of 
the deepest grief, for he has every reason to 
believe that his son, finding how impossible it 
was in our national form of worship to satisfy 
the craving of his mind for a service more 
alluring to the senses, had renounced the faith 
of his fathers and joined the Eoman com- 
munion. It is a sad trial for my poor old 
friend, and I feel for him deeply.'* 

As he uttered these words a low sob struck 
on his ear, and turning his head to the sound 
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he saw Miss Douglas, with her hands covering 
her face, weeping bitterly. Amy rose hastily, 
and going to her led her from the room. 

" What have I done ?" asked Mr. Morton, 
anxiously, as the door closed. 

" Nothing but what will, I trust, do good," 
answered Lady Spencer. "I have felt very 
anxious about Miss Douglas for some time, and 
earnestly hope that what you have said this 
evening may not have been said in vain." 

Mr. Morton sat for some time longer chatting 
to Lady Spencer, and then, as the girls did 
not come down again, he took his leave, and 
Lady Spencer went up to see how Miss Douglas 
was. She found her in her own room, with 
Amy, still crying. When Lady Spencer 
entered she rose, and, coming to her, said, 

" I want to talk to you, Lady Spencer, so 
much. Can you — ^will you listen to me?" 

" Willingly, my dear girl. What is it you 
wish to say ?" 

''Did Mr. Morton mention the name of the 
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yotmg man lie has been telling us of? Do you 
know who it is ?" 

" No, I did not hear him name him, and 
have no idea who it is." 

" Because — ^because I fancy,"' she said, hesi- 
tatingly, " that I know him — ^that, in short, he 
was the cause of mamma's wishing me to come 
to England/' 

" If you really wish to know, I will ask 
Mr. Morton to-morrow, my dear," said Lady 
Spencer, kindly. 

" Thank you ; if I do not have a letter in 
the morning, I will ask you to find out for me. 
But if it is the person I mean, mamma will be 
only too anxious to let me know the bad news." 
And the tears again began to flow fast. 

Poor little Amy looked very sad and con- 
cerned for her friend ; but as it was growing 
late, her mother advised her to go to bed, and 
hoped that, after a night's quiet rest, brighter 
thoughts would come with the dawn, and it 
might he, better news. 
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But Amy's friend, the old postman, brought 
in the morning the expected letter from Italy, 
which Miss Douglas sent by Amy for her 
mother's perusal, with a hope that she would 
excuse her at breakfast. After a long letter of 
chit-chat, in which was nothing material, it 
concluded with these words, "Edward Cla- 
rendon has become a Eomanist. You see, 
my dear girl, how right I was in my warn- 
ing. What a wretched position we should 
all have been in had I consented to your 
wishes.'' 

Lady Spencer went, of course, at once to 
Miss Douglas, and talked to her long and 
kindly, and then learnt more particulars — ^how 
that this young man had been a constant 
visitor at their house, and that he and CeciKa 
had become attached to each other, but her 
mother had always expressed fears of him, 
which certainly were now confirmed. 

" When I saw your room the other day, my 
dear girl," said Lady Spencer, when Miss 
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Douglas finished her narration, " I felt that you 
were being nnwisely influenced, for though in 
themselves these things you have surrounded 
yourself with are perfectly harmless, you run 
the risk of thinking too much of them. To 
some they may be aids to devotion, but there 
is the fearfdl danger of their becoming the 
objects of it. And as we pray to God daily 
not to lead us into temptation, it appears to me 
simple mockery to place temptation in our own 
way. And another equally grievous error both 
you and your friend seem to have fallen into 
—one, alas ! too common in these days — ^is the 
Betting at nought the opinions and authority 
of your parents. Young folks now seem to 
wish to lead them instead of being led by them, 
and too soon this establishing a rule of conduct 
for themselves leads them into a breach of the 
command to * Honour their father and mother.' 
Do not think me harsh or unkind for saying 
so ; but I notice it the more because I see my 
hitherto gentle and docile Amy, fascinated by- 
Digitized by LjOOQIC 
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the new ideas you have been giving her, is 
beginning to think me wrong; and as she 
grieves over my ignorance," continued Lady 
Spencer, smiling, " will soon begin to lose her 
respect for my opinion, and resist my au- 
thority." 

" I hope not, dear Lady Spencer, I am sure; 
but surely it is better for young girls to be 
thinking more seriously for themselves on 
what is so necessary to their eternal welfare. 
And is it not wise to take such means as shall 
best conduce to such thoughts ?" 

" So long as such means are not cpntrary to 
the wishes of those who are placed in authority 
over them. The humble and teachable spirit 
which submits itself to those in authority is 
what I grieve to see wanting so much. If I 
lived in Mr. Stanmore's parish, I should delight 
in his beautifully-trained choir and glory in 
his perfect little church, doing all in my power 
readily to aid him when called on for funds for 
his good;work; but as I live in Mr* Morton's 
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parish, where he does not consider such things 
advisable, I can go as happily to his church, 
and say my prayers as earnestly in the old 
high pews as I could in the pretty open seats 
I like so much better. But I will not fatigue 
you any longer. A little quiet after your 
painful and exciting news will be necessary, so 
I shall leave you ; and I hope, my dear Cecilia, 
I shall one day have the pleasure of seeing you 
the wife of a good sound churchman, who will 
need no ' aids to devotion' beyond what Grod 
himself gives us in the glories of creation and 
the wonders of our own being and existence, 
and wiU daily, in obedience to his Saviour's 
command, * take up his Cross and follow Him,' 
which is not a cross of wood or stone, but the 
patient endurance of daily cares and vexations, 
or earthly trials and sorrows patiently borne 
for His sake who bore so much for us." 

Miss Douglas made no answer, only kissed 
Xiady Spencer affectionately, who left the room^ 
fmd went at once to her daughter. 
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"Dear mamma/' said Amy, "I was just 
coming to you. I think you liad better take 
this away, for instead of doing me good, as I 
hoped, I fear it has made me naughty ; and I 
feel frightened since Mr. Morton's story.'* And 
Amy handed her mother the little stone cross 
which she had placed in her room. 

" No, no, my child, I will not take it away* 
I think it may now be of the greatest use to 
you to remind jou of Mr. Morton's story. More- 
over, if it is a pleasure to you to have it in your 
room, I can see no possible objection, so long 
as you consider it in the light of an ornament. 
I do not wish to control your tastes and regu- 
late them by mine. I have expressed my own 
feelings on the subject, and they may be 
peculiar. I only want, my Amy, as usual, 
perfect confidence between us, and that sub- 
mission to my will which is due from a child 
to its mother. Keep your little cross, darling, 
if you love it and like to look at it ; but let it 
remind you of that daily cross you must carry. 
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wHch is the resigning of your own will to 
God's, even in the most trivial affairs of daily 
life. It is His appointment which directs all 
things, and when most they oppose onr own 
wills they are frequently more in accordance 
with His-" 

The next Sunday both the girls accompanied 
Lady Spencer to church to both services, say- 
ing nothing about a walk to Farley ; and in 
the evening Miss Douglas came and seated 
herself beside Lady Spencer, and said in a low 
voice, 

" I have written to mamma to-night, and I 
should like you to read the letter before I 
send it. I have also dismantled my room, and 
restored it to the state in which I found it 
when I came. It has been aii exercise of 
great self-denial, and with the destruction of 
this treasured fancy I trust I have rooted 
every idol from my heart.'* 
■ Lady Spencer was too much touched by this 
noble concession to make any answer ; she only 
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wrung her hand warmly as she took the letter 
from her. It ran as follows :— 

" Dearest Mother, — The news you have sent 
me has, as you may imagine, pained me deeply ; 
but, like all our sorrows, I trust it has been 
the means of doing me great good. I am sure 
the charge of poor Louisa is far too much for 
you unaided ; let me come back to you, there 
is no fear indeed now. My eyes have been 
opened. I seem to see with a fresh light, 
thanks to good, kind Lady Spencer, who has 
taken much trouble to show me my faults; 
she has taught me my besetting sin, and I will 
watch it and fight against it. Let me come 
back to you, dearest mother, and strive by 
my dutiful conduct now, to atone in some 
measure to you for the errors of the past. 

" Tour loving child, 

"Cecilia Douglas." 

The letter was sent, and in a month's 
time Cecilia Douglas had left for Italy, and 
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Amy and her mother, reunited in heart and . ^ 
feeling, were again together as of old ; but the 
visit was never forgotten, and when Amy and 
Cecilia, in after years, were mothers them- 
selves, having carefully profited by the lessons 
they had learnt, and their children were grow- 
ing np around them gentle and obedient, they 
realized the blessed truth that God does indeed 
" show mercy to those who love Him and keep 
TTia commandments/' 
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"Thou shalt not take the name op the Lord tht 
God nr yaik^ fo^ the Lobd will not hold him 
guiltless that taketh bis name in vain." 
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< Honour Ood's holj name, 
Speak it with thought and care^ 
Sing to it holy hyxans, 
Breathe it in earnest prayer. 
But not with sudden orj^. 
In thy light joy and pain; 
Ood will hold guilty all 
Who take his name in yain.** 

Hymns for LiUh Children^ 
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III. 

^Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy Gk>d in 
vain, for. the Lord will not hold him guiltless that 
taketh his name in vain." 

In a narrow dirty street in London, a man of 

the name of Thomas Truman kept a shop for 

marine stores, which seemed to comprise every 

kind of broken, dirty household furniture, old 

iron, bottles, rags, and old clothes. Dirty as 

the street in which he lived, were old Truman 

and old Truman's wife, and his shop and 

his house. One felt almost inclined to cross 

over rather than pass it, only that the other 

side of the street was but little better, so the 

only hope was to hurry past and try to shut 

one's eyes and ears to all the horrid sights and 

sounds which at every step accosted one. 

One day there appeared in that dark^ dirty 

G 2 
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shop, what seemed like a gleam of STinshiiie, a 
little golden-haired, bright-eyed child, who 
wonderingly looked around at all the strange 
things that filled the shop, half amused and 
half frightened. I will tell you how he came 
there — that little fair-haired fellow: he was old 
Truman's grandson ; his father had been killed 
by an accident ; and the mother, who was ill 
at the time, could not survive the shock, so 
poor little Willie was left an orphan, with no 
home to go to, no one to take care of him but 
his old grand-parents, and the neighbours 
carried him there when they laid the father 
and mother side by side in the churchyard, 
and the old folks took him in, and said they 
would do their best with him; but it was 
strange to them to have a child to do for, they 
had both nearly forgotten when little feet ran 
about their house, or childish voices made 
music in their house. 

They had better have taken poor little Willie 
to the workhouse, he would have been well-fed 
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and taught there, and kept clean in wholesome 
rooms; but the poor have a horror of the 
name of workhouse, and old Truman and his 
wife both said they would do their best for 
the boy, for poor Mary's child should never go 
there. 

These old people were very ignorant, they 
could neither read nor write. A son, who had 
a shop next door, used to make their books up 
for them, and it was said in the street that he 
cheated his poor old parents ; it might be so, 
they had not brought their children up well. 
What could they expect of them ? To live day 
by day, to get enough for to-day's meal, was 
all they had ever taught their children — ^all, 
perhaps, they knew themselves, and now this 
poor little lonely boy was committed to their 
caxe! What would he become under such 
teaching? All days seemed alike to them — 
save that their shop was shut up, there was 
no distinction between Sundays and other 
days. And never did old Truman open his 
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month but some awful word was uttered, some 
wicked oath which, though perhaps he did not 
mean, was reckoned at the least amongst those 
idle words for which he would have to give 
account. 

Willie had been at his grandfather s nearly 
a week, when one morning when he was 
seated on the door-step according to his cus- 
tom, a lady passed by — she looked at him as 
she passed, and then stopped and came back 
and looked again at him. So little Willie 
thought she knew him, and he nodded to her. 
Then, a sweet smile came over her face, and 
she walked up to him, and said, " Do you live 
here, my little boy?" 

" Yes, ma'am, along with grandfather. 
Father and mother are down in the pit- 
hole." 

Poor little child, that was all he had been 
told, not that God had taken his parents to 
His rest. He could only think of the deep 
hole in which he had seen them placed — which 
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many a time since had made him ciy himself 
to sleep. 

But brighter days were dawning for Willie. 
This lady was the clergyman s daughter of that 
parish; and before many days, Willie, in a 
nice clean pinafore, was seated on a form beside 
other little boys of his own age in the National 
School. Oh ! howhappy he was, and how he loved 
that good young lady, through whom he had 
got there ; and who each day came to teach — 
and his class too! what pains he took, how 
eagerly he drank in each word she said, and 
oh ! what happy Sundays were they now. 
Twice to school, and twice to church. No 
longer compelled to sit in the dirty close room 
all day with nothing to do, and almost stifled 
with the smell of his grandfather^s pipe, the 
few hours he had at home, he could think of 
the pretty hymns he learnt, and of the beautiful 
music in church, and go to his bed with other 
words ringing in his ears, than those sad ones 
his grandfather was so fond of using. 
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One night his grandmother came to take hiiJ 
light away after he was in bed as she thought, 
but she found him kneeling by his little bed, 
saying his prayers. She stood still and heard' 
him to the end. It was an innocent prayer 
he had been taught at school. And a tear 
dimmed the old woman's eyes as she listened 
in silence and felt, as she afberwards said, that 
it seemed as though an angel had come amongst 
them. When she went down again to her 
husband, she for the first time reproached him 
for his use of bad words. 

" You couldn't do it, Thomas, if you'd heard 
the little one saying his prayers as I did." 
The old man only laughed ; but she went to a 
cupboard in which was a number of old books, 
and searched amongst them for a Bible, which 
fehe carefully dusted, and laid upon the table, 
saying as she did so — "May be, little Wilhe 
can read us a. word or two in it to-morrow/* 

But "Willie could not do that yet, though he 
was so anxious to learn, and took such pains, 
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that he soon would ; but he could bring little 
easy lessons home to learn, and as he sat on 
his little stool in one comer of the room say- 
ing them over, the old people stopped talking 
to listen to him, so beautiful seemed the holy 
words in their godless home. 

And Willie made such progress at school, 
that he was soon able to learn his Catechism 
with the rest ; and who can describe the joy and 
pride with which he brought home a prayer- 
book given him by " his dear lady," as he called 
her, for being able to say his Catechism all 
through. The same evening he was saying it 
over to himself when his grandfather came in 
very angry about some business matter which 
had gone wrong, and as usual when put out, 
uttered a variety of violent words and oaths 
which frightened little Willie to hear. But he 
sat very still till the old man, tired out with 
passion, threw himself down in his chair, and 
lighted his pipe; and then the child crept 
softly up to him, and laying his little hand 
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on his knee, looked up in his £ace, and said^ 
'' Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord 
thy God in vain, for the Lord will not hold 
him guiltless that taketh His name in vain/' 
Truman took the pipe from his mouth, and 
looked down at the sweet childish face that 
was lifted to his, and said, mildly, "Where 
do you learn that, boy?" 

" I learn it at school, grandfather ; hut it's 
in God's book." 

"Well, you don't know what it means 
now." 

" Yes, I do, grandfather ; it means that y^e 
must not say bad words, or call on God's name 
when we are angry, only when we pray to BQm 
or praise Him* He wont take you to His 
beautiful Heaven, grandfather, if you do it- 
Indeed, He wont," said the child more 
earnestly. " Will you try not ?" 

" You're a strange little 'un, I must say ; go 
back to your book and learn to be a better 
maji than your grandfather." And the old 
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man went on with his pipe, and the child 
went back to his book, and there was silence 
in the room for the rest of the evening. 

You can fancy, you happy little folks with 
your nice clean airy nurseries, and your quan- 
tities of pretty toys, how dull and dreary must 
have been the Ufe of this poor little boy in 
this dark dirty street, with two cross old people 
for companions : there were plenty of children 
in the street who would have been glad to 
play with him, but WUKe was a gentle deli- 
cate child, and could not bear their noisy dirty 
ways. So when he came home from school, 
he could only amuse himself by learning his 
lessons for the next day; therefore he was 
always at the top of his class, as, of course, he 
always knew his lessons best. This occasioned 
his "dear lady" to notice him again. And 
one morning, to his great delight, after asking 
him a great deal about how he passed his time 
at home, she told him he was to come to her 
house and have some tea, and she would see 
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if she could not find him something to take 
home to amuse him. Who shall picture his 
happiness as he walked off in charge of a big boy 
to the vicarage, or paint his astonishment at 
all the pretty things he saw, the pictures and 
ornaments and books. Poor child, he thought 
no place on earth was ever so beautiful as that 
young lady's room, or any being so sweet 
and kind as she. Then the nice tea and cake 
she gave him in the warm bright room. Oh ! 
how he enjoyed it, and wished that he could 
make that dreary place at home one half as 
cheerful. 

When he had finished his tea, she began to 
talk to him, in her kind gentle way, and 
said she feared his grandparents were not so 
good as they should be, but he must try what 
he could do to make them better; she told 
him that even a little child could serve God, 
and be an instrument in His hand to lead 
others to serve Him. And then poor little 
Willie told her how he had tried to prevent 
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his grandfatlier from swearing, how he had 
said the third Connnandment to him, and 
Willie wondered when lie said this to see her 
eyes filled with tears. 

Well, that happy evening ended at last, and 
he went home, carrying with him a new book 
full of pictures, and a puzzle ; and you who 
have so many toys, and so many sources of 
amusement, can scarcely imagine what treasures 
these were, or how they were valued by this 
poor little boy. 

How often he looked at those pictures, and 
put his puzzle together — ^he was never tired of 
them — how much happier he was with, them 
than when he had only to sit and stare through 
the glass-door of the room out into the shop 
fall of so many strange articles that they 
half frightened him. In the dim light he 
fancied figures were in the old worn-out suits 
of imiform, or faces grinned at him out of the 
old bonnets and hats which hung about ; but 
no such foolish fancies plagued him now ; he 
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was busy and amused, and when he went to 
bed his mind was full of happy thoughts and 
plans, and he was soon asleep. He had been 
to school now regularly for some two or 
three months, and had at length accomplished 
his great aim, to be able to read the Bible to 
his grandfather and grandmother; his only 
fear was whether they would let him, and he 
waited with great anxiety for Sunday evening, 
the day on which he had determined to begin. 
As soon as the tea-things were cleared away, 
and his grandfather had lighted his pipe, he 
asked if he might read to them, and, to his 
great delight, they consented. And that clear, 
sweet, childish voice first declared the great 
truths of salvation to those old people. He 
read on of the holy Child in His manger 
cradle, of His patient submission to His 
parents, of His teaching in the Temple, of 
His mercy. His gentleness. His tender, com- 
passionate love, and his awful death; and as 
he read the old man ceased smoking, and bent 
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forward eagerly, as though to catch each word 
he uttered, and as he concluded, and raised 
his head from his hook, wonderingly the child 
saw that the old folks had grasped each other's 
hands, and that large tears were coursing down 
their cheeks. 

" Ah ! my boy — ^my hoy," said the old man, 
** if we'd only been taught when we was young 
as you are, we'd have been better people now. 
It grows late now, and it's time your little eyes^ 
were shut up for the night; but to-morrow 
ril tell you how I was brought up, and how 
it is I'm the poor, miserable old wretch you 
see me. And now good-night, little 'un." 

"Good night, grandfather; good night, 
grandmother," said Willie. 

" Good night, WiUie," said Mrs. Truman ; 
and as the child left the room, she turned to 
her husband, and said, " Thomas, I told you 
it seemed to me when the thild came to us as 
though it was an angel, and it 'pears like it 
now, don't you think? Surely you'll never 
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say no more of them dreadful words in a room 
where weVe heard such blessed ones. We're 
very old, Thomas, both on us ; but they say 
it's never too late to mend. Let's leam of 
this little child, and may be, for his sake, God 
wiU forgive us." 

The old man made no answer ; but presently 
he said he would go and fetch the boy's light 
down, and it would have been a strange sight to 
any one who knew old Truman, had they seen 
him kneeling beside that little child, and utter- 
ing a heartfelt Amen to his innocent prayers. 

True to his promise, the next evening, as 

soon as the shop was shut, the old man called 

. Willie to him, and bidding him seat himself 

on his little stool beside him, began the history 

of his early life. 

He told him he was one of six children ; 
that his father had been a wheelwright in only 
a small way of business, and had had a hard 
matter to bring up all his children; that 
schooling was dear then, and so none of them 
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had been sent to school: before, therefore, hb 
was big enough to work, he had nothing to 
do, and, like all idle people, he got into mis<* 
chief. It was his delight to go with his brother, 
a year older than himself, down to the docks 
to see the shipping, and there amongst the 
saQors and other men employed, he learnt but 
Uttle good; there he first picked up some of 
the bad words which he* made use of, and at 
which his parents laughed, because he was so 
Kttle, he could not speak them plainly. Instead 
of shuddering to hear from his little lips such 
fearful words, they laughed — ^laughed to see 
their innocent child taking the first step to 
sin! 

He said he could not remember ever being 
taken to church when he was little, or ever 
hearing God's name, except as an oath. When 
he grew bigger, his father apprenticed him to 
a tradesman in the neighbourhood, and then 
he went to church with the other lads; but 
they Used to take apples and walnuts there, 

H 
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and eat them during the service, and write on 
the pews with their penknives ; and, in short, 
do anything but attend to what was going on, 
and as he was never found out, atid so never 
punished, he never knew or thought how 
wicked he was then. As he grew older, and 
became more his own master, he ceased to go to 
church altogether. He had never been taught 
that it was right to go; he could not read, 
and had never listened to what was going on, 
how could he love the beautiful service or care 
to attend it ; he knew not that he should join 
in saying, "we have erred and strayed from 
thy ways like lost sheep ;'' " we have left undone 
those things which we ought to have done, 
and have done those things which we ought 
not to have done ;" nor that to him was spoken 
the words, "He pardoneth and absolveth all 
them that truly repent." And so he went no 
more — ^never again entered a church till he 
was married, and then treated it as a cere- 
mony that must be gone through, and only 
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wished it was " not so long." His wife had had 
no jbetter training ; she had had an idle thrift- 
less mother, and so was idle and thoughtless 
too. " We've been in a muddle from the 
beginning, and seem like as though we never 
should be better," continued the old man; 
•'but sometimes I fancy your coming, my 
little lad, may help us a little in the right 
way ; and it does seem as though God hadn't 
quite forgotten us, though we have so long 
forgotten Him. So, now read us a chapter, 
and then we'll go to bed, and see what another 
day will do for us." 

And WiUie read the chapter and went to 
bed with his little head fuU of thoughts and 
plans which he was too young, poor child, to 
know how to carry out. But he did the best 
thing he could do, he prayed God to help him 
to make the old people better who had been 
such good friends to» him in his need ; and the 
fervent eflfectual prayer of even a little child is 
heard at the Throne of Grace. 
H 2 
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In the afternoon of the next day, just as they 
had finished dinner, greatly to Willie's delight, 
his dear lady walked into the shop with her 
father. Willie was just running off to school, 
so he could not stay for fear of being lat-e, but 
he was so glad to find that they sat down, and 
hoped they would talk to his grandfather and 
grandmother and persuade them to go to 
church, and he could not help thinking of it 
all school-time, and ran home directly after 
without stopping to play or speak to any one, 
so anxious was he to hear what good the visit 
had done. But they did not tell him much — 
only said they were kind people, and they 
wished they had known such when they were 
young. However, on the Saturday a woman 
came into the shop with a large box directed 
to Mrs. Truman, and on opening it there was 
a shawl and bonnet in it for her, a hat and 
gloves for Truman, and a new blouse and cap 
for Willie, and on a small slip of paper these 
words : — 
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" rrom a sincere friend, who hopes to see 
Mr. and Mrs. Truman at church to-morrow." 
"Willie jumped about, and shouted for 

joy- 

"Ton will go, grandfather, wont you? 
and grandmother, you'll go, do? You will 
look decent now — do go," said the child, 
eagerly, 

"WeU, we will, child, we will," said the 
old man ; and Mrs. Truman murmured, 

" It must be an angel — ^I said so from the 
first." 

And, accordingly, dressed in their new clothes, 
to church the old couple went. 

The text of the sermon was, *' Let your yea 
be yea, and your nay nay, lest ye fall into con- 
demnation." And old Truman listened with 
bowed head to the plain and severe censures of 
the clergyman on the evil habit of giving way 
to swearing and taking God's name in vain^ 
and trembled as he spoke of the doom which 
must await those who recklessly broke the 
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law which God had in mercy given ns for 
gxddance. 

Old Truman left the church that day a 
changed man ; never again was their seat in 
church vacant, but side by side regularly twice 
on Sunday might the old couple be seen 
"standing to praise and kneeling to pray," 
an example of devoutness to many there. As 
the twin sisters Cleanliness and Godliness cam 
never be parted, so with change of heart came 
change of ways. They could no longer bear 
their dirty home, and so moved to a clean and 
healthier street in the neighbourhood, where 
many an hour Willie's "dear lady" would 
come and read to them, for she said it was a 
pleasure to sit now in their clean cheerful room. 
The habit of years was not, of course, easily 
overcome, and many times Truman would utter 
some hard word, but the touch of a small hand 
stopped him in a minute. Thus had God seen 
fit to change the hearts of this aged couple 
through the instrumentality of a little child, 
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which will show you, my dear ones, of what 
great importance it may be that yon, yonng as 
you are, should walk in the paths of righteous- 
ness, for it may be your blessed task to save 
a sonl from death and hide a multitude of 
sins. 
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IV. 

^Kemembeb that thou keep holt the Sabbath-DAT ; 
six dats shalt thou laboub and do all that 

THOU HAST TO DO^ BUT THE SEVENTH DAT IS THE 

Sabbath Of the Lobd tht God, in it thou shalt 

DO NO manner of WORK, THOU, AND THT SON AND 
THT DAUGHTER, THT MAN-SERVANT AND THT MAID- 
SERVANT, THT CATTLE AND THE STRANGER THAT IS 
WITHIN THT gates; FOR IN SIX DATS THE LORD 
MADE HEAVEN AND EARTH, THE SEA AND ALL THAT 
THEREIN IS, AND RESTED THE SEVENTH DAT, WHERE- 
FORE THE Lord blessed the seventh dat and 

HALLOWED IT." 
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^' Put the sptule and wheel away. 
Do no weary work to-day, 
Let the way-worn horse go free^ 
And the field unciUtured be, 
Leare the flail beside the com, 
All must rest on Sunday mom.** 

Eymnafor LiuU Children^ 
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IV. 

^' Bemember that thou keep holy the Sabbath-day ; six 
days sbalt thou labour and do all that thou hast to 
do, but the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord 
thy Qodf in it thou shalt do no manner of work, thou, 
and thy son and thy daughter, thy man-servant and 
thy maid-servant, thy cattle and the stranger that is 
-within thy gates ; for in six days the Lord made 
heaven and earth, the sea and all that therein is, and 
rested the seventh day, wherefore the Lord blessed 
the seventh day and hallowed it." 

" What is all this noise about ?" said a lady, 
suddenly opening the door of a room in which 
a child, some four or five years old, was crying 
loudly. He ceased for a moment as she spoke, 
and running to her, said, 

" That nasty Anne has taken away all my 
toys," and then burst out again into his very 
vociferous crying. 

" What is the matter, Anne ? has he been 
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naughty that you have taken away his toys ?** 
asked the lady. 

" No, ma'am, not at all ; but it is Sunday, 
and I thought he was old enough to know tte 
difference now, and I have promised to sliow 
him some pictures and tell him some stories/* 

" Oh ! is that aU ? WeU, I think he'd better 
have his toys, as he does not like your arrange- 
ment. Anything is better than his crying in 
that manner. Now don't be a siUy boy," she 
said, wiping the child's eyes and kissing him ; 
*' be happy with your toys, and don't let me 
hear any more crying. I don't think it is 
well, Anne, to make a child hate Sunday by 
depriving it of every amusement," she said, 
turning to the nurse. 

, " No, ma'am ; but I hoped to amuse him in 
a different way." 

" Well, we'll try it when he's a little older/' 
said the lady, as she left the room ; and the 
child took his toys, and began to strew them 
about the tidy nursery, while poor Anne with 
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a sigh took up her Bible, and sat down to read. 
She felt very much inclined to be angry, and 
so thought it best to take that book, where 
she would be sure to find something to soothe 
her irritation. But as the boy blew his trumpet 
and thumped on his drum, pretending to be a 
soldier, she thought with sorrow of the quiet 
home she had left, and again and again wished 
herself back there. Her father was a farm-bailifi*, 
but he had a large family, and her mother was 
delicate, and she thought it right to go out to 
service, and try to save a little money against 
a rainy day. But it was such a happy home, 
that it was a sore trial to Anne to leave it. 
How she pictured to herself now that pleasant 
walk across the fields to church, that quiet 
dinner, and then the cheerful chat afterwards ; 
and the early tea and walk to church again in 
the cool evening, and the stroll afterwards, 
when the stars were studding the sky, andrthe 
nightingales were singing, and the honeysuckle 
and the bean-flower were filling the air with 
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fragrance. She could see in imagination the 
cattle in the farm-yard, lying drowsily chewing 
the end, and the poultry strutting about, and 
the old sheep-dog in his kennel, his nose 
covered by his paws, seemingly asleep, but his 
bright eyes opening at every footstep ; and the 
fat, lazy pigs, half smothered in the straw; 
and the sleek, white stable cat, sitting on the 
low wall ; and the olc( mare, Peggy, munching 
some sweet hay from the crib in the middle of 
the yard, enjoying her Simday holiday, and 
Josh, the only man to be seen about on a 
Sunday, who has come to feed the animals and 
rack up, in his clean gaberdine, with a rose 
twirling in his mouth. She could see it all, as 
though still before her, speaking of peace and 
plenty and the holy Sabbath rest ; and now she 
was in a street with the constant noise of 
carriages over the stones and the noisy child, 
and not able to go to church because he was 
too young to go, and she was not allowed to 
leave him. It was a sad change, and poor Anne 
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did feel cross and worried, but she soon grew 
calmer as she read the sweet words of comfort, 
and she began to think that perhaps God had 
sent her to this little wilful spoilt boy, that 
she might be an humble instrument in His 
hand, to lead the child to Him ; but it grieved 
her that her first efibrts to do this had been 
thwarted by his mother, and she felt a little 
puzzled how she ought to act. However, it ap- 
peared to her, in the short time she had been 
in her situation, that so long as the boy did 
not cry, his mother troubled herself very little 
about him, and therefore she determined not to 
give up her intention to teach him respect 
for God's day of rest. Accordingly she allowed 
him to go on with his noisy play until the 
time for his morning sleep ; and as soon as he 
was in his cot she cleared the room again, made 
it perfectly tidy, and laid upon the table several 
books with pictures in them, which had been 
given to her at different times, and a box full 
of shells, which she had picked up herself when 
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on a visit to her aunt at Margate. He woke 
up very much better in temper for his rest, and 
she dressed him in his best frock because it 
was Sunday, she said; and then he caught 
sight of the books, and asked whose tliey 
were. 

" They are mine, dear, and you shall have 
them to look at every Sunday when you will 
be a good boy, and not play with your toys/* 

" But mamma says I may have my toys/* 

" Yes, love, so I shall not of course take 
them away from you again, but when you like 
to give them up, then you shall see my books, 
and these shells, which I picked up myself at 
the sea," said Anne. 

"Sells! oh, I never saw any sells,*' said 
the little feUow, who could not yet speak quite 
plain ; " did you pick them up your own self?'* 

" Yes, all of them. Perhaps mamma will let 
us go some day to the sea-side, and then you 
shall pick up some, and have a little basket of 
your own to put them in/* And bidding him 
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sit down on the floor, she gave him the box of 
shells to look at while she laid the cloth for 
their dinner. He amnsed himself quite quietly 
with them till his dinner was ready, and was 
then half inclined to cry because he had to give 
them up ; but Anne said, firmly but kindly, 

" Ton shall have them again directly after- 
wards if you are good, but if not I must take 
them away altogether/' 

He looked at her, and as she seemed quite in 
earnest, he gave up the shells directly and went 
to his dinner. According to her promise, he 
had them again the moment he had finished, 
and taking them off to his own little table laid 
them out in rows and was very happy with 
them ; and then Anne went to her drawer and 
took out a cat made of shells, which she showed 
bim and said she would stand it on the mantel- 
shelf, and if he was quite good tiU bed-time 
she would give it him. He was delighted, and 
promised to be very good ; but as soon as he 
wafl tired of the shells the little petulant whine 

I 
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was just commencing again, when she took him 
up and stood him on a chair at the window to 
see the people go to church. This passed a 
quarter of an hour very pleasantly, and then 
Anne told him why people went to church, 
and how she used to go when she was able, 
and how pretty the little village church was 
she used to go to ; this led Georgie to ask what 
her home was like, and so she told him of the 
farm, and the cows, and pigs, and poultry, and 
about the milking, and making butter, and 
bread, and beer, and the dear old sheep dog, 
who so cleverly fetched home the flock, and 
could even single one out when the shepherd 
told him. With little eager upturned face, 
Georgie listened to his nurse as she told him 
all this, and then she showed him her picture- 
books and explained them all to him, till te^ 
time came before they were either of them 
aware how fast the hours had flown ; then the 
beU rang for Gporgie to go down in the 
drawing-room — ^that brief half-hour in the day 
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was all he saw of his parents. They neither 
of them cared much for children, or understood 
them. His father said he should love him 
when he could go out with him and talk to 
him, and his mother said she could manage her 
child if it was a girl, but she did not under- 
stand' hoys, and tiU children were nine or ten 
years old they were best with their nurses. 
This is not what your mamma thinks, little 
ones, and you should be very thankM that 
you have a mother who loves you so tenderly 
that she is never weary of your company, and 
never tired of amusing you, teaching you, or 
working for you. Luckily, poor little Georgie 
had got this excellent nurse, or, left to her so 
entirely as he was, what would have become of 
him. His first nurse was an elderly person, 
who, so long as he did not worry her with 
crying, let him do just as he liked ; and had 
she continued with him, Georgie would have 
grown up a selfish bad man ; but Anne had 
had such a good mother herself, and been so 
I 2 
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carefully and wisely brought up, that slie knew 
how grave and serious a charge was committed 
to her care, and strove earnestly to do her duty 
by him. Georgie was not very long down 
stairs ; he did not like the drawing-roona half 
so well as, the nursery, for no one played with 
him there, and he was expected to be very 
quiet; so he was glad enough to return to Anne, 
who had promised him a very pretty story 
when he came back, and, clambering into her 
lap, he begged at once to hear it. And so she 
told him of Joseph and his brethren, of his 
coat of many colours, of his father's love for 
him, and his brothers' envy, and of his own 
noble forgiveness of them, till Georgie became 
so interested that he begged to hear it again, 
and not to be put to bed. But Anne said she 
would tell him again next Sunday, and that, 
as soon as he was in bed, she would sing him 
a pretty hymn till he was asleep, and then she 
told him he might have the little shell cat, 
for he had been so good ; and she laid him in 
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his little cot a happier child than he could ever 
remember being, and he fell asleep to the words 
of Keble's Evening Hymn, which his nurse, in 
a sweet low voice, saiig softly to him. And 
thus her first Sunday with her little charge, 
which* had begun so stormily, ended so peace- 
fully. The following Sunday, Georgie never 
thought about his toys, but eagerly asked for 
the stories. Anne said he must have the 
picture-books and shells first, while she did the 
room, and then she would tell him. He was 
half inclined to cry, but he had already learnt 
that Anne did nothing that he liked when he 
cried, so he gave it up and quietly amused 
himself with the shells till Anne was ready to 
attend to him. And so another tranquil Sunday 
passed, and Anne grew very hopeful ; she even 
ventured to ask her mistress if she might take 
Master George to church in the afternoons, 
bringing him out before the sermon, and his 
mother consented on condition that if he was 
troublesome he was not to go again^ as she 
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should not like people she knew to see her boy 
behaving badly in church. And so Anne began 
to prepare his little mind all that week for his 
first visit to church. She had made him very 
particular in saying his prayers, and, therefore, 
she could make him understand that people 
went to church to pray, and must not talk or 
laugh there. Georgie looked forward eagerly to 
Sunday, and there was not a prouder or happier 
little boy in the parish than he as he started 
with his nurse to church. 

Well, now, I must ask you to imagine, as I 
have done before, that several years have passed 
away, and we will see what changes have come 
about. I daresay at your age you forget people 
whom you have not seen for years. Peep into 
this cottage, and see if you recognise a woman 
there, a clean, neat body, reading her Bible 
and rocking with her foot a cradle in which a 
splendid specimen of a baby, fat and rosy, is 
sleeping. It is Sunday; her husband is at 
church; she went in the morning, whilst he, 
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like a good husband as he is, minded baby for 
her. It is a short walk to church, only across 
one field. Tou can see the spire through the 
trees, and so when baby wakes the mother 
takes him in her arms, and opening the door, 
looks out to see if she can see her husband 
coming. The service is over, for the path is 
full of people, and soon she sees him, and holds 
the baby up, who crows and laughs as he nears 
him, and almost leaps into the arms ready to 
take him, for that proud and happy young 
father thinks there never was a baby like this 
one, and he is never tired of nursing him. As 
soon as they are seated in the house, the hus- 
band says, 

" Anne, Tve some news for you. I walked 
to church with Twyman, and who do you think 
has taken the Moat Farm for the summer ? Ill 
give you thirty guesses, and then, I believe, 
you wont guess right." 

"Then it's no use my trying to guess, I 
suppose/' she answered, laughing. 
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" I don't think it is ; I'd better tell you. The 
Seymours ! — ^your little Georgie you used to 
love so, and for whom you kept me waiting — 
don't I owe him a grudge ?" 

•' Oh, you never mean it, Tom — Mr. and Mrs. 
Seymour and Master George — I can scarcely 
beheve it ; but there, I daresay he's forgotten 
me by this time. What can bring them to this 
part of the world ?" 

" I hear Mrs. Seymour is very delicate, and 
has been ordered away for change of air, and 
they could get no house nearer to her mamma 
than the Moat Farm — at least that's Twyman's 
story. Tou know it is but a mile and a half 
from here to the hall." 

" It's not so much ; I think it is only a mile 
and a half to father's." 

" Ah, true — well, you'll go up and see them 
if they come, shan't you ?" * 

"Tes, I think I must go and see Master 
George. Poor little fellow ! I hope they take a 
little more notice of him now he's a bigger boy.'* 
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•* Yes, by your account they did not seem 
to think so much of him as I do of this 
youngster, who, by way of gratitude, is pulling 
my whiskers till my eyes water." 

" No, is he, Tom ? let me take him," said 
his mother, laughing, as she unlaced the tiny 
fingers from the hair they were clutching so 
tightly. 

" No, no, I'll keep him whilst you get tea." 
And so the mother busied herself in prepara- 
tions for this meal. The kettle had been mer-» 
rily singing for some time, and then baby was 
propped up in his cot and given some toys to 
amuse himself there until his parents had 
finished their tea, after which he was washed 
and put to bed, and the candle was lighted, 
and the great Bible opened, and then came a 
low tap at the cottage door, which Tom rose 
to open, and in came a poor old woman, who, 
after shaking hands with them both, sat dowa 
in an arm-chair Anne placed for her ; and then 
her husband began to read, stopping every now 
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and then to know if the old dame heard him, 
who, with her shrivelled hands reverently 
clasped together, and dim eyes fixed on his 
face, listened eagerly. This poor old thing 
lived in a small hut close by. She could not 
read, and was too ill and feeble to get even as 
far as the church, or sit the service out, so these 
good folks, every Sunday evening, invited her 
to come to them, and read aloud to her, and 
taught her all they knew, and shared their 
supper with her, till Sunday became to her a 
bright spot in her existence. And thus closed 
the Sabbath-day, which, to the best of their 
power, Thomas and Anne Fairly had striven to 
keep holy. A day or two after this, just as 
Anne had finished dressing her baby, and was 
talking all manner of nonsense to it, which 
baby quite approved of, the door of the cottage 
flew suddenly open, and in ran a fine handsome 
boy about thirteen years of age. 

" You're Anne Fairly," he exclaimed ; " my 
nurse that was — don't you know me ?" 
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" Oh, dear me, Master Greorge ! how d ye do ? 
I really shouldn't have known you. I am 
glad to see you. How did you find me out ?" 

" Why I was down at grandma's yesterday, 
and she said you were married and lived here, 
and your name was Fairly. So ofi* I started 
this morning, and I shan't go away in a hurry. 
Is that your little urchin ?" 

" Tes, sir." 

" Well he's a jolly fat one. I only hope 
you'll take as much care of him as you did of 
me, and then he'll turn out as respectable ; for 
I am a decent good boy, I can tell you, now ; 
and I tell you something else though, Anne, 
seriously, that I managed to persuade my 
mother to let the nurse go to church on Sun- 
days once a day, and she always does now ; and 
mantmia has the children — ^you know there are 
two since you left ?" 

*'No, sir, I have heard of you sometimes 
when I've been up to father's, if he's just hap- 
pened to have seen your grandmamma, but I've 
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pfeasure to find her labour of love «o well re- 
warded. George sat and talked with her some 
time longer, teUing her of his little brother and 
sister, and all he thought likely to interest her, 
ajid then took his leave, promising to come 
soon again. A few weeks went by, and one 
day George came again, and this time his visit 
was to tell her that he was going to sea — that 
te had got appointed to a ship, and was off in 
a week's time. He had brought her a little 
present, which he hoped she would keep for 
Ills sake. It was a brooch containing his hair. 
Poor Anne, she could not bear the thought 
ot losing him, and going to sea seemed to her 
to have a horrid sound, but she would not 
speak gloomily to him, but wished him God 
speed with all her heart. 

And now we must let some more years roll 
over, and we shaQ find our old friend Anne 
and her husband installed in a farm of their 
own, which his care and industry had obtained 
lor lum. Three or four sturdy boys go about 
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never heard more than that yon were well, 
which was what I cared most to know/' said 
Anne, looking tenderly at him. 

" Ah, but I haven't always been well. I had 
the scarlet fever, did you hear that ? and I was 
ill ; and, do you know, I used to say incessantly 
the little hymns you taught me, my mother 
says. I know when I was getting better they 
used to be quite a comfort to me. I used to 
think about the Sick Child and the Dove, and 
over and over again I used to say — 

" And if thou send us pain or griei^ 
If loss or anguish e'er befall, 
Still teach us, though with quivering lip, 
To say, Thy will be done in all." 

" My dear, that's a great comfort to me to 
know." 

"And every Sunday, too, I think of you 
regularly — ^in short, Anne, I shall never forget 
you. 

Anne was obliged to stoop over her baby to 
hide the tears which fiUed her eyes — ^tears of 
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pleasure to find her labour of love so well re- 
warded. George sat and talked with her some 
time longer, teUing her of his little brother and 
sister, and all he thought likely to interest her, 
and then took his leave, promising to come 
soon again. A few weeks went by, and one 
day Greorge came again, and this time his visit 
was to tell her that he was going to sea — ^that 
he had got appointed to a ship, and was off in 
a week's time. He had brought her a little 
preseot, which he hoped she would keep for 
his sake. It was a brooch containing his hair. 
Poor Anne, she could not bear the thought 
of losing him, and going to sea seemed to her 
to have a horrid sound, but she would not 
speak gloomily to him, but wished him God 
speed with all her heart. 

And now we must let some more years roll 
over, and we shaU find our old friend Anne 
and her husband installed in a farm of their 
own, which his care and industry had obtained 
for him. Three or four sturdy boys go about 
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with him now, and think themselves qxiite 
farmers. Anne looks as happy and contented 
as a life of tranquillity and usefulness to her 
fellow-creatures, and perfect trust in God, can 
make her ; and their weU-ordered house and 
farm are a proverb in the neighbourhood. 
When we take our last peep at her, she is 
reading a letter with brimming eyes ; it bears 
a foreign post-mark, and, though her voice 
trembles, she tries to read it aloud to her 
husband. 

"Mtdear good Anne" (the letter said) — 
" Next to my mother, there will be no one, I 
believe, in the world who will rejoice to hear 
from me more than you. I am a captain now, 
and have got a splendid ship of my own, of 
which I am not a little proud, I can teU you. 
As I rise in my profession and see all things 
prospering with me, I feel what I owe to you, 
for it was you who first taught me to hallow 
the Sabbath-day, to honour, and love, and serve 
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Him without whose aid no one can prosper. 
Often, in the still night, with the stars above 
me and the deep sea below and around me, I 
think of those quiet Sundays in my nursery at 
home, where you taught me 'how to keep 
Christ's holiday in the happiest, fittest way/ 
I beUeve, on board no vessel in the navy is 
Sunday more strictly observed than in mine, 
and yet I feel proud and happy in saying there 
is not one amongst my crew who would not 
sail with me again, and that there i& not a 
braver, jollier set of men to be found anywhere. 
I sincerely hope that all things go -sVell with 
you — I believe it, for God takes care of those 
who love Him, and He wUl either gather you 
to His eternal rest, taking you from the evil 
to come, or carry you safely through it. When 
next I come home, I shall look you up and 
astonish you and your young folks with some 
'yarns,' while your husband and I discuss a 
pipe in your chimney-corner; but il in the 
meanwhile you want to write to me, direct, 
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* Captain Seymour, H.M.S. Dolphin, Pat 

Eoyal, Jamaica/ 

" Always believe me your true and gratefal 

friend, 

"George Setmour/* 



This was indeed a letter to receive, and keep, 
too, amongst her treasures ; for it was a proof 
that when she would be called on to give an 
account " of the deeds done in the flesh," she 
would be able to render up a good one of the 
trust which had been giveji her — ^that sacred 
trust too often but lightly regarded — the 
guardianship of a young child. So, in con- 
clusion, my dear ones, let me remind you that 
you cannot too much respect and love a good 
and careful nurse who teaches you to remember 
your Creator in the days of your youth, by 
leading you to honour His holy name and 
His word, and serving Him truly all the days 
of your life. 
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'^hokoitb thy father and thy motheb, that tht 
Days may be long in the Land which the Losp 
THY God givbth thee," 
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" But tlie lieart that's loving 
Works of love will do; 
Those we dearly cherish 
We must honour too : 

To our father's teaching 

Listen day by day, 
And our mother's bidding 

Cheerfully obey. 

For when in his childhood 

Our dear Lord i^as here. 
He too was obedient 

To his mother dear. 

And his little children 

Must be good as "Ke, 
Gentle and submissive 

As He used to be.** 

Hyvrmafor LUtie Childrerk 
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V. 



'* Honour thy Father and thy Mother, that thy days may 
be long in the land which the Lord thy God giveth 
thee.'" 

" To-night, my children/* said' grandmamma, 
"we come to the Fifth Commandment, and I 
think I shall interest you perhaps in this tale 
more than in any, for it is about granny when 
she was young." 

"Oh, that is famous T said Charlie. "I 
know we shall all like that story best ; shan't 
we, Gertrude ?'* 

"That we shall. Make haste and begin, 
please, dear grandmamma," said the little girl ; 
and quickly getting the chairs, the little folks 
prepared to listen. 

" Well, then, when I was a little thing not 
go big as you, Percy, and perhaps not so little 

k2 
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as Charlie, I lived in an old tumble-down farm- 
house, many miles in the country. It was a 
strange old place; the pannelled walls were 
blackened with age, and it was said that good 
Queen Bess had been beneath its roof, for on 
one of the windows they showed * E. R/ written 
with a diamond, and my father and mother 
religiously believed the Queen's hand had placed 
it there/* 

" A diamond, granny ! how could they write 
with a diamond?" asked Charlie. 

" They could not write with anything else 
on glass, darling ; the diamond is sharp and the 
hardest thing in the world, you know, and so 
cuts it.'* 

" Well ; go on, please,** said Gertrude, who 
was all anxiety to hear the story, and would 
not wait to have anything explained that would 
break the thread of the narrative. 

"Well, in this quaint old place your old 
granny lived ; and though you would hardly 
believe it now, my dears, I had long golden 
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hair then like yours, Gertrude, and a bright, 
bright colour such as my little Charlie's ; but 
then over my shining locks /wore a little cap. 
And I had such a funny little frock, with 
sleeves coming to the elbow, and deep lace 
ruffles hanging to them — ^not at all like yours 
now. And I can recollect my mother, with 
her hair rolled back on a cushion, and covered 
with white powder, such as mamma powders 
baby with ; and a chintz gown — ^the skirt drawn 
up through the pocket-holes, with a green 
quilted petticoat underneath. Now, my dar- 
lings, you must know your granny was rather 
a naughty child. Notwithstanding my golden 
hair and my bright colour, I was not pretty 
enough to please my mother, and I was not a 
boy to please my father, and so I found myself 
neglected and uncared for, and left almost en- 
tirely to my nurse. She was a woman of vio- 
lent temper, whom I greatly disliked, and I, 
instead of seeking to please my parents, and so 
winning them to love me, was cold and sullen 
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with them— would run away terrified if I saw 
them approach me ; till at length they seldom 
noticed me at all, and I nsed to creep into the 
orchard during the long summer days, and'hide 
away by myself till nurse fetched me to bed. 
But one day I had rambled down the road, as I 
was somewhat tired of the orchard, and passing 
a little cottage I stopped to listen to a woman 
inside who was angrily scolding a child, and 
who finished by pushing her outside the door 
and closing it upon her. She was but a few 
months younger than myself, and sweetly 
pretty. I think I see her now, with her hazel 
eyes, the large tears swimming in them. She 
was dirty and in rags, but there was something 
about her which touched me, and I spoke to her. 

*' ' What has your mother been scolding you 
for, Httle girl?' 

"''Cause baby's been a crying, miss/ an- 
swered the poor little thing. 

" *Does not your mother love you?' I asked 
her eagerly. 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



THE GOLDEN &ULE. 185 

"*I dont know, miss; but only she be 
always a scolding me/ 

*' ' Then she can't love you, I am sure,' I 
answered ; you see, Gertrude, I was not good 
and sensible, or I should have told the child to 
try and make her mother love her by doing 
what she wished ; but you see I did not do so 
myself, and could not teach others. * Listen to 
me, little girl,' I said. * My father and mother 
are wicked and cruel to me, and I am very- 
wretched at home ; suppose you and I run away 
together/ 

** The child stared at me in wonderment as 
she echoed the last words, * run away,' but I 
took her little dirty hand in mine and coaxed 
her on, and pictured to her some bright place 
that dwelt in my own imagination alone, where 
we would go to, and so the little cottage was 
soon far behind. 

" What tempted me to this step I know not, 
but I know that, though so many many years 
have elapsed, I have not forgotten the terror 
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my rash act caused me. At first we enjoyed our 
ramble ; my Kttle companion dried her tears, 
and quite laughed with glee as we chased some 
butterfly or filled our laps with wild flowers; 
it was so new to the poor child to be allowed 
the free use of her limbs, not to be in dread 
each moment of a thump because the baby 
cried or the saucepan boiled over, and so little 
Dora and I enjoyed the first part of our ramble 
vastly. We had diverged from the open road 
and had arrived at a field of new-mown hay, 
and on one of the hay-cocks we seated ourselves 
to rest, and then poor Dora began to complaiii 
of hunger, and to ask when we should get some- 
thing to eat. Of this I had never thought, and 
I got rather frightened, but I was not wanting 
in energy, and with cheering words kept up 
her drooping spirits, telling her that we should 
soon be at the next village, where we should 
be sure to get food, and so again I lured her 
on, pointing to the blue smoke which curled 
up among the trees as the place we had to 
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reacli. But the poor child was tired, and I had 
great difficulty in controlling my impetuous 
temper so as to prevent giving an angry answer 
to her continued complaints. At length we 
reached the entrance of the village, and, for the 
first time, it struck me we made a strange ap- 
pearance walking together — ^Dora in her dirt 
and rags, and I neatly and prettily dressed as 
a wealthy farmer's child. I thought that a 
little washing would very much improve my 
companion, and so I set to work to wash her 
face and hands in a brook which ran by the 
road side, and smooth her long rough hair as 
I had often seen nurse do my own, and though 
she had a somewhat awkward lady's-maid, the 
pretty child was greatly improved by the at- 
tention, I can assure you. The first cottage 
we came to, I determined to knock boldly and 
ask for a piece of bread and something to drink ; 
so accordingly I did, little timid Dora clinging 
to my dress, crouching behind me, and begging 
me to take her home. 
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" The door was opened by an old woman, 
such as I am now, my dears, only she, poor 
soul, was deprived of the blessing of sight, and, 
though her eyes were wide open, she could not 
see. 

" * Who are you ?' she said. * Is it Jane ?* 

"*No, ma'am,' I answered; * we're come a 
long way, and are hungry and tired ; will you 
let us rest and give us something to eat ?' 

" ' I am blind, my dear,' she said, ' and can't 
teU who you are, but your voice is a child's 
voice. Who's with you ?* 

" * Another little girl,' I said, timidly ; the 
words *I am blind' seemed to have terrified 
me. I had never seen any one blind, and it 
struck me with a strange terror such as I had 
never felt before, but still her voice was low 
and gentle, and when she asked us in, I followed 
her mechanically, dragging Dora with me, who 
%t\U. hung back, murmuring * Take me home — 
do take me home.' 

" The cottage was the picture of neatness and 
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cleanliness. I can remember it as distinctly as 
thougli it all happened yesterday, for every cir- 
cnmstance of that singular ramble is indelibly 
impressed on my mind. The poor old woman 
seemed perfectly able to find her way about 
the cottage, and soon laid before us some capital 
home-made bread and a jug of milk, which we 
devoured eagerly, for we were both very hungry, 
and then the old woman questioned us as to 
where we came from, and where we were 
going to. 

*" Young as I was, I was sufficiently sensible 
to know that if I confessed the truth, she would, 
perhaps, have us taken home again, and yet I 
feared if I said what was not true, Dora would 
contradict me. I had never been taught, dears, 
as you have, that if I told a story, I should 
displease God, who looks down upon us from 
Heaven, and gives us light and heat, fruit and 
flowers, and all the other bright things in the 
world we so enjoy. My only fear was the fear 
of detection and consequent punishment, so I 
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was completely puzzled; but Dora answered 
immediately, told her where we lived, and that 
we had run away, and, with a burst of tears, 
said she was frightened and wanted to go 
back. 

"The old woman was in a sad way, and 
begged us to go back, and I then told her that 
neither of us knew our way, as we had never 
been so far from home by ourselves before, and 
that I was determined not to return, even if I 
did know my way ; but I said, angrily, Dora 
might do as she liked. Kindly and gently did 
th^ old dame talk to me, and assure me that I 
was wrong, and that I should repent it. Truly 
did she tell me how great the duty I owed my 
parents was, even though they were ever so 
unkind ; and her simple, homely language, her 
mild, sightless eyes, made a deep impression on 
me, never to be effaced, though my haughty 
wicked temper would not be softened then. 
Often, oh ! often since, have I thought of her 
words — ^her advice, when heavier trials than 
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tliat have pressed upon me, and I have found 
it harder still to honour and obey my parents ; 
when my proud spirit was rising above my 
strength to control it, then her mild face, 
with its darkened eyes, has risen between me 
and my angry parents, and the tones of her 
gentle voice came back to my mind, teaching 
me to " honour my father and mother." 

The old lady paused for a while, and tears 
filled her eyes. Gertrude looked anxiously in^ 
her face, and whispered, " We wont ask granny 
to tell us about when she was young again, 
Percy.'* But it was only a painful chord 
touched ; the weakness passed away, and the 
old lady contiiaued — 

" Well, my dears, nothing that she said con- 
vinced me then, but I made her no answer, 
and she thought I was convinced, and said she 
would go into the next house and get some one 
to show us the way home. The moment she 
was gone, I endeavoured to induce Dora to go 
with me and not wait for her return with the 
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person who was to take us away. I depicted 
vin as giowing colours as I was able the misery 
she would have to endure at home, and the 
happy freedom we should enjoy together ; but 
she had been too frightened, and was now too 
much rejoiced at the thought of getting home 
again, to listen to me. Time was precious, I 
couldn't wait to argue longer with her, so 
wishing her good-bye, I opened the door, and 
running as fast as I could, soon left the village 
behind me. The sim was beginning to set 
when I found myself away from any habitation, 
and I sat down beneath a hedge and began 
seriously to consider where I was to pass the 
night. Suddenly, childish voices struck upon 
my ear, and gladly and eagerly I listened, 
hoping they would come past me, so that I 
could ask leave to go with th^m. I held my 
breath to listen to each word they uttered. 

" ' I ve got two lovely peaches for mother, I 
haven't eat a bit/ said one. * Oh, wont she 
just be pleased?' 
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** ' And 1/ said another voice, ' have bought 
my mother a handkerchief, as she'js been want- 
ing such a time, and Mrs. Middleton gave 
me sixpence, and I had twopence saved by, so 
IVe bought it, and it will be such a surprise 
to her/ 

" * Your mother was cross with you when 
you came out, wasn't she ?' 

" * Yes, but this will just please her, and she 
wont be angry with me now, I know/ 

" Here was an example for me ! These poor 
imeducated children were teaching me a lesson, 
indeed, and, being away from my own parents, 
it struck me forcibly, and, for the first time I 
felt how wrong I had been, and would have 
given worlds to get back again, but I thought 
tliat was imppssible before night, and so as 
the children passed me and stared at me won- 
deringly, I asked them if they would let me 
walk with them, and told them I had lost my 
way, and had no shelter for the night. They 
seemed scarcely to understand me ; but how- 
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ever, I walked by their side till they arrived at 
two miserable-looking cottages standing to- 
gether, and bidding one another good-night, 
they opened and went into the different doors. 

* Mother, mother," called the eldest of the two, 

* come here and look at this little girl ;' and a 
tall, cross-looking woman came to the door, 
and rather sharply demanded what was the 
matter. I then summoned courage to tell her 
that I had lost my way, and to ask for rest for 
the night. She asked me my name and where 
I lived; but when I had told her she said 
she was not much wiser, for she was quite a 
stranger, and did not know the name of any 
places about ; and she then rather unwillingly 
consented to my request, and I entered the 
miserable hovel. 

" Blackened with smoke, the original colour 

.of the walls it wfibs impossible to tell; two 

chairs, a stool^ a table, and press-bedstead, were 

all the furniture the room contained. Over the 

mantel-piece, there were but a candlestick and 
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broken teapot, but at the window hung a black- 
bird in a wicker cage, and a cat was seated on 
an old mat near the back-door, where the last 
ray of the setting sun was resting on its back. 
They were the only luxuries these poor people 
had, and nothing would have induced them to 
part with either cat or bird. I sat down on a 
little stool by the window, glad enough to rest 
anyw^here, and they took no notice of me, but 
busied themselves in their own concerns till 
eight o'clock, when the woman put on the 
table some bread and cheese, and onions, 
and some cold pudding, and told me I could 
come and eat with the rest of them, if I 
liked. 

" ' Father wont be home so soon to-night,' 
she said to the child ; * so you'd best get your 
supper and be oflF to bed/ 

" I partook of their supper, which, even • 
hungry as I was, I could scarcely get down ; 
and the woman then opened a kind of closet, 
and told me I might stay there all night if I 

L 
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liked — sWd nowhere else to put me. This was 
certainly better than the open road, but still 
how unlike my own pretty little bed ! Even of 
my cross nurse I thought with kindness — my 
hair too would not be curled, and I could not 
be washed as I was every night at home. Oh! 
how bitterly I cried as I laid myself down on 
that heap of shavings in that little close closet. 
Though my mother had not shown me much af- 
fection, still she had always come to look at me 
when I was in bed, and kiss me ere I slept, and 
I felt how gladly I should fling my arms 
about her neck and cling to her, if she were but 
bending over me now. 

" A few moments after I had lain down, the 
husband returned, a gruff, dirty-looking man, 
who began eagerly to devour his supper, taking, 
though, his little girl on his knee, and feeding 
her with part of his supper. Then the mother 
showed him the handkerchief her child had 
given her, and they kissed her and praised her, 
and knew not how these endearments were 
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going to my little heart. Their humble meal 
finished, the man said, 

" 'CtSTow, Anne, off to bed — ^but yonr prayers 
though, don't forget them, let's hear you say 
'em to mother/ 

" I had forgotten mine ! 
" ' Oh, let me say them too, please,' I said, 
springing from my bed of shavings. 

" The man stared in astonishment, and then 
his wife saying, ' La, bless me ! I quite forgot 
aU about her being here,' told him my story ; 
when she tad finished her account the man 
said, * Well we'll see about her in the morning, 
let her say her prayers now;' and kneeling 
down by the little girl, we said our prayers 
together. 

" * Well,' said the man, when I had lain down 
again^ * we'd best have her took home again, 
and we shall get a reward mayhap.' 

" ' Oh, no, we'd best not trouble our heads 
about her, but just let her take her ways in 
the morning ; she'll find her way back. If we 

l2 
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take her, we shall have all the trouble and get 
nothing for it, I'll be bound/ 

" * Where do she say she's come from?' 

" ' From Wanford/ 

** * WeU I never ! She's walked a good step 
for such a young 'un. I'll take her home or 
else take her to the Union, perhaps that'U be 
best. Well, let's go to bed now.' 

"With these words ringing in my ears, 
' Take her to the union,' I sobbed myself to 
sleep. I was awoke at four in the morning by 
the man walking about in his heav^ shoes, and 
the woman bustling to get his breakfast, and 
it was some moments ere I could recollect 
where I was, but the last words I had heard 
when going to sleep were the first that recalled 
me to myself. 

** ' About seven I shall be able to take that 
young one to the Union. I'U come back for 
her/ And the man went off to his work, 

"Nothing could exceed the agony of my mind 
on hearing this. I was not old enough to know 
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that rewards wotild of course be offered for me, 
that my parents would exert themselves in 
every way for my restoration, and that another 
day would scarcely elapse before I should be 
discovered. Of aU this I never thought ; those 
few words, 'Take her to the Union,' alone 
dwelt in my mind, and I determined to make 
my escape before the man returned* I watched 
my opportunity ; the woman went out of the 
cottage into a washhouse in the piece of ground 
dignified by the name of a garden. So spring- 
ing up and just hastily putting on my hat and 
cloak (I had not undressed), I cautiously opened 
the front door and slipped out. With a beating 
heaxt^ and as fast as my little feet could carry 
me, I flew along the road the way I had come 
the night before, in the hopes of finding the 
road home. It was a cool, fi^esh, beautifdl 
morning — ^the birds were singing loudly, the 
heavy dew was rising like a curtain fi'om the 
fields, the cups of the little flowers in the 
hedges filled with its silvery drops, and every 
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now and then a bird started forth, shaking the 
sparkling moisture in a shower from its wings. 
You httle folks are never out so early, or you 
would know how refreshing it was to me after 
the close hot place I had slept in. Well, I went 
past the place where I had met the children 
the night before, and on faster and faster over 
the dusty road, till at length I found my little 
shoes were full of dust ; I had walked them into 
a hole, and it was quite painful to me to walk 
at all, and with a feeling of terror, pain, help- 
lessness, and desolation, I sat down by the 
road side, and sobbed bitterly. I had not re- 
mained there very long when the sound of cart- 
wheels broke the silence, and a ray of hope 
entered my heart that perhaps the driver knew 
the way and would take me home. But no, the 
cheering sound died away, and in the distance 
I could see the cart winding up a steep hiD, 
and although I called with all the strength 
that I was able, echo alone answered the cry. 
At length a numbness seemed to take pos- 
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session of my limbs, my eyes grew dim, and I 
suppose I fainted, for I have no recollection of 
anything till the low tones of a voice I knew 
made my heart beat with rapture, and opening 
my eyes I found myself in my own little bed 
and my mother beside me. Oh ! how I clung 
to her and bedew'ed her face with tears of peni- 
tence and joy ; she uttered no reproach, but 
her pale sad face was reproof enough. But, 
alas ! my punishment was not over, the worst 
was yet to come ; Dora had not been heard of, 
and it was I who had lured her away. The 
mother was a widow with those two children, 
and distractedly, with her infant in her bosom, 
was she seeking her lost child. I did not know 
the name of the place where I had left her, but 
I described it as well as I could, and my father 
sent his men in different directions to find the 
place, and in an agony of mind which nothing 
I have since suffered ever exceeded, I awaited 
their return. One of them came back at last ; 
he had found the place and the old bhnd 
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woman, and slie had told him that, on coming 
back to her cottage with some one to take the 
children home, they were both gone. My 
mother undertook to break the news to the 
poor woman, and insisted on my accompanying 
her to beseech her forgiveness, and never shall 
I forget the scene. The xmtasted dinner of the 
day before was on the table, the shutter of the 
little window closed, a few smouldering embers 
in the grate, and the wretched woman seated 
in the middle of the room, with her baby in 
her lap, rocking herself backwards and forwards. 
With sobs and tears I besought her forgiveness, 
but she made me no answer, and only shook 
her head sadly, and looking vacantly round the 
room, sighed heavily, motioning us away. 

*' Finding all her efforts to console her hope- 
less, my mother left her, after assuring her that 
nothing should be left undone which could help 
to restore her child. Well, that long day passed 
and the night after it, but still no tidings of 
Dora ; but in the afternoon of the following 
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day the news came that a child answering the 
description had been seen with some strolling 
players in the next town. Accordingly, as T 
could best identify her, my father said I must 
drive over with him. A fair was being held in 
the town, and through the booths, and show- 
carts, and crowds of all sorts, we made our way, 
and stood at length before a stage, on which 
was a group of people fantastically dressed, and 
among them, with a scream of delight, I re- 
cognised Dora. The excitement I was in, and 
the years that have since elapsed, make me 
forget exactly how we got her away ; it is suf- 
ficient that we did so. As we were driving her 
home, she told us that the old blind woman 
was so long gone that she grew frightened at 
being left by herself in a strange place, and 
thought she would go and see for me, as she 
fancied I could not have got far, and then she 
would persuade me to go home again. She had 
missed the road, but seeing some people resting 
in a field, she asked them to direct her. They 
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had whispered together and said something 
about **the very thing they wanted," and then 
would not let her go. Only yesterday they had 
beaten her very much for refusing to stand on 
a rope ; she had had but little food, and looked 
pale and dirty, but I was prouder and happier 
with her sitting beside me than if she had be^ 
the queen. That night she slept in her mother's 
arms, and I laid awake in my little bed, tossing 
restlessly to and fro, feeling as if the last few 
days had been years. A serious illness was the 
consequence of the over-excitement, and I 
vowed, as my mother watched by me night 
and day, never to be cross or sullen again, but 
study to please her and my father. I see little 
inquiring eyes, which seem to say, ' Did you 
keep to that, granny?' I believe I did, for 
from that time I was held up as a pattern to 
all the children of my acquaintance, and I never 
crept away into the orchard, but was always 
found by my mother's side, a little^ bappy, 
cheerfdl, good child. 
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"And now, my daxlings, you have heaxd 
about granny when she wa« young ; you have 
heard how her proud spirit was humbled, how 
she found that that proud spirit could not aid 
her in her journey through life, but that an 
implicit obedience and unvaried confidence in 
her parents were the right feelings to actuate 
a good child. For children should always try 
to remember all the tender love and care their 
fathers and mothers have lavished on them in 
their infant years, and, therefore, how much 
love and gratitude they owe them in return ; 
and, above all, they should never fail to re- 
collect that any act of disobedience to their 
father and mother is a direct disobedience to 
God ; that children's faults and errors are gene- 
rally laid to their parents ; and that, therefore, 
an earnest endeavour to show by propriety 
of conduct the good training they have re- 
ceived, and an unfailing respect for and obe- 
dience to their parents' wishes, is the true and 
only way to fiilfil the command, * Honour thy 
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father and thy mother/ and to obtain the 
promise attached to it, ' that thy days may be 
long in the land which the Lord thy God 
giveth thee/ " 
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VI. 

"Thov sham do to Mubdwu** 
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** Do not quarrel, do not cHidey 
You Tpust love each other, 
Every comrade at your side 

Is your Christian brother : 
You have all been born anew, 
jLiOTe and peace are fit for you." 

Hymiisfor LUUe Children, 
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VI. 

" Thou shalt do no murder." 

At the door of a pretty cottage, situated in a 
romantic village in Surrey, sat one warm July 
evening a young widow, watching with a half 
sad smile the merry gambols of two children 
playing in the garden before her. 

The elder, a boy, had built with some bricks 
and slate what in his imagination was a fine 
large castle, and had settled with the little girl 
his playfellow, that he was to pretend to be a 
giant, and she a lady taking a walk, and that 
lie was to seize her and carry her away to his 
castle, when he was immediately to pretend to 
eat her up. 

Well, they had played at this for some time, 
poor little Mabel screaming as much as though 
Freddy had been really the great Welsh giant 
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of which she had a picture in her book, till she 
was at length quite weary of such repeated 
frights, and wished to play at something 
quieter and less alarming; so she said, **No 
more of this game, Freddy ; Mabel tired." 

" Oh 1 nonsense," said the boy; " tired, you re ^ 
always tired just as the fan begins. Go on '" 
again ; run, run, Tm coming." 

" No, no ; I shan't," said the little girl. 

" Very well then, nass, you re a nasty, un- 
kind thing, and I know what I'll do ;" and 
running back to his castle, he knocked it all 
down, seized one of the large bricks of which it 
was made, and ran oS to an arbour at the end of 
the garden where Mabel had left a tiny image of 
babyhood in the shape of a pretty wax doD, 
and hurling the brick at its head, it fell from 
the seat on which it was placed, broken to 
atoms. Mabel, who had followed him to see 
what he meant to do, uttered a scream of dis- 
tress, and flinging herself on the grass, wept as 
though her heart would break. 
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The young widow, with a mother's quick 
ear, had caught the sound of the childish cry 
of sorrow, and hastily hurried to the spot. 
Ere she could reach it, the boy had run away, 
uJid poor Mabel's sobs prevented her giving 
anything like a clear account of what had hap- 
pened ; but her mother took the weeping child 
in her arms and carried her into the house, 
when, by dint of encouragement and consolation, 
her sobs were stopped enough to be able to 
tell her mamma what had caused them. 

" Naughty, wicked boy," she said, when she 
had heard the little history, " he shan't play 
with you any more ; come-, mamma's darling, 
into the house, and you shall have a much pret- 
tier doll than that one the first time I go into 
the town ;" and with the tears still wet on her 
cheek, Mabel nestled her little face in her 
mother's neck and would persist in being 
nursed, for she could not play any more now 
*' dolly*' was gone. 

Mabel was the oiily child of this young 

M 
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widowed mother, and ala^il for her, sadly 
spoiled, but G-od had given this little girl such 
a sweet, loving disposition, that the extreme 
indulgence her mother lavished on her did 
not make her naughty and troublesome^ as it 
might have done, because she was so gentle 
and amiable naturally, that she could not bear 
to make her nurse or mamma, or any one, un- 
happy ; and simply to say, " If you do this or 
that, you will vex me,** was quite enough to 
make her give up her own will for others'. 
But it was a sad thing for Mabel that she had 
not a mother with more strength of mind and 
courage, to punish when she did chance to do 
wrong, or deny her requests when they were 
not good for her, 

Mabel was not very strong, and did not like 
the trouble of learning to read ; so that all she 
knew had been taught her by word- of mouth. 
Now, though this is a very good method of 
teaching, still the discipline of learning to read* 
would have been good for Mabel, had it only 
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be^n for ten minutes in each day. Taking 
quietly the lesson-book, and giving undivided 
attention to it for a short time, makes the toys 
and the play and freedom still more enjoyable 
afterwards, and is an exercise ia that important 
virtue, self-control. The nurse, who loved her 
almost as much as her mother, spoiled her as 
much too ; and the instant anything like a sad 
or serious look crossed her face, the hard 
spelKng-book was put away, and she took the 
pretty little creature in her lap, and told her 
some pretty story, which she liked far better 
than trying to learn anything. But one thing 
the nurse did teach her, and that was, to be 
gentle and forgiving; to love and reverence 
the Great Being who had made the world, and 
all that therein is ; and that, above the bright 
blue sky, those who loved its Maker truly 
^ould one day find an eternal rest, in a world 
xnore bright and beautiful than she could 
describe or Mabel imagine. 

Very differently was the little boy brought 
H 2 
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up, her constant playmate, who had caused her 
present sorrow, and yet who loved her dearly, 
wilful and passionate as he was. 

He had come with his parents to live next 
door to the Wilmots, when Mabel was bom; 
and to him there was no greater treat than to 
be allowed to look at the " soft, velvety baby," 
as he called it, examine its little hands and 
feet, with their little tiny nails, and occasion- 
ally to sit in nurse's chair and hold it just a 
minute. From this early age they had been 
inseparable; and the first word she uttered 
was "ittie boy." His mother had a notion 
that children could not be taught too early, 
or too much, and was much shocked at the 
manner in which Mabel was brought up. 
Freddy could read before he could well speak 
plain; and at six years old could master a 
Latin exercise, which you, Charlie, would look 
very puzzled at. Mrs. Osborne and Mrs. 
Wilmot had many conversations on this topic, 
but they never could agree. Mrs. Osborne 
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would scold Freddy mncli oftener and much 
more severely for a badly-learned lesson, than 
for any moral faults ; and had he not had an 
excellent father, his disposition would not even 
have been as good as it was. Unfortunately, 
his profession took him from home for weeks 
together, and then Freddy was left to his 
books, to work hard at those, forgetting the 
still more important lessons taught him by his 
good father. At the time when, in this fit of 
passion, he had broken poor Mabel's doll, his 
father was away from home, or a severe punish- 
ment then might have been the means of 
saving him from much sorrow hereafter. 

Amongst Freddy's good quahties — for he had 
many — ^was t^nithfulness; occasioned though, I 
fear, more from the fact of being so seldom 
punished for anything he did wrong, that he 
had no fear o^ confessing it, than from a better 
and higher motive ; so that when his mother 
asked him what he had been doing with him- 
self next door, he said — 
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" Playing with Mabel till she was tiresome, 
and put me in a passion, and then I broke her 
doll with a brickbat, and she began to cry, 
and then there was an end of our play/' 

" Ah ! tiresome, poor child, no wonder ; so 
would yon be if I allowed you to weary your- 
self to death with incessant play all the holi- 
days, instead of keeping your mind so occu- 
pied that it becomes a real recreation to yon 
instead of a fatigue. Now go and get your 
French history, and read to me whilst I work." 

And thus unpunished, even uiurebnked, was 
this, Freddy's first serious offence against God's 
laws, against the commands of the holy gen- 
tle Jesus, who even promised a rich reward to 
the meek. 

Notwithstanding this little quarrel the chil- 
dren begged to be allowed to be together again, 
and so thefoUowing afternoon found them again 
at play, and so they continued passing their 
afternoons together till Freddy was thought old 
enough for school, and theii Mabel had to 
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content Iierself without a playmate, missing 
so much Freddy, whom she loved so well in 
spite of his fits of passion. 

And little Mabel continued running about 
and playing most of her time away ; but her de- 
sire to read pretty stories had made her consent 
to learn to read eachday for half an hour ; and, 
as she was a very quick child, she made con- 
siderable progress. Luckily, too, she had a 
fancy to work, which is a most useful employ- 
ment for little girls, and nurse took great 
pains to teach her, cutting out frocks and petti* 
coats and pinafores for the doll, which Mabel 
delighted in making. Freddy had been going 
regularly to school for a year or two, and was 
just expected home for his holidays, when one 
evening, just as it was growing dusk, Mabel, 
as she stood at the window of her play-room, 
saw a figure beckoning to her so like Freddy, 
that she felt sure it must be him, although 
she could not imagine why he should be there, 
or what he wanted with her ; nor why, if he 
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did want her, he did ndt come into the house. 
She felt at once that something was wrong, so 
6pening the window she called to him softly. 

He ran towards her at once, and then she 
saw it was Freddy indeed. 

"What's the matter, Freddy?" 

" Oh ! I'm in such trouble ; are you alone ?" 

" Yes, now I am ; but nurse wont be gone 
long ; she is only gone to get tea." 

" I just wanted to tell you that I'm ex- 
pelled from school, and I'm afraid to go in, 
because my father's at home, and he will be 
so angry." 

" Oh ! Freddy, what have you done ? but 
come in, do, mamma will be kind to you, and 
she can go to your house, and tell them all 
about it, and ask them to forgive you. Oh, 
come in ! I'll run round and open the door." 

" Ko ; I'll jump in here." And in a moment 
Freddy was in the room. 

" Oh ! Freddy, you might have hurt your- 
self." 
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" Well, but I didn't, though ; it don't much 
matter what becomes of me, I think." 

" Nonsense, Freddy, don't talk so. Tell me 
what is the matter ?" 

" Well, a boy at school tormented me tiU 
I lost my temper, and I struck him ; I had 
an open knife in my hand, and it entered 
his side. It didn't kill him," continued 
Preddy, as he noticed Mabel's look of horror, 
*\ but hurt him very much, and so I was ex- 
pelled. I believe they wrote to them at home 
to expect me, but I can't make up my mind 
to go in; they'll be so angry, and sorry, 
too, and that's worse. I was getting on so 
fast." 

Just at this moment the door opened, and 
nurse entered ; " Dear heart, Master Osborne, 
how you made me start ; when did you come 
in? 

** Only just this moment, nurse ; will you 
tell mamma Freddy is here, and wants to 
speak to her?" 
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" Yes, miss ; Master Osborne will take some 
tea with us/* 

''Yes^ nurse; bat he wants to speak to 
mamma first/' said Mabel, readily, for she 
knew that Freddy would not wish the servaat 
to know the disgrace he was in« 

"Your mamma is in the drawing-room, 
miss, will you takd Master Osborne in while 
the tea is drawing?" 

" Yes, I think that will be the best plan. 
Come, Freddy — '' and opening the door, Mabel 
ran on so fast that Freddy could not stop her, 
and so found. himself in the presence of Mrs, 
Wilmot. His tale was soon told; she was all 
kindness and gentleness as usual, and bidding 
him go and have some tea with Mabel, she 
said she would in the meanwhile go and break 
the matter to his parents and entreat their in- 
dulgence. But poor Freddy said he could not 
eat any tea, he would rather lie on the sofa 
until she came back, his head ached so much; 
so sweet Kttle Mabel ran back to her room and 
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soon returned bringing him a cup of tea wHch 
she said she was sure would do him good, and 
then she bathed his burning temples with eau 
de Cologne, as tenderly and cleverly as though 
she had been double her age, till Freddy was 
£un to smile at her, and kiss the little dim* 
pled hands which ministered so kindly to him. 
Like all passionate people he was very warm* 
hearted, and had he only bfeen early taught to 
subdue and keep in control his violent temper, 
he would have been a fine noble fellow ; but as 
I have said before, to make him clever was his 
mother's great ambition, rather than to make 
him ffood. He said his prayers night and morn- 
ing because he had been taught to do so, but he 
was not at the same time taught that those 
prayers if uttered with faith and earnestness 
could be heard in Heaven, and that '' even a 
child is known by his works, whether they be 
pure or whether they be right ;" he could not 
realize the idea that " above the sounding of 
seraphs' harps and the whole choir of Heaven. 
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ginging Holy, holy, holy, could be heard the 
voice of a little child singing Praise God, 
Praise God." 

As he lay on that conch with his burning 
head and throbbing temples, he made many a 
resolution for the future, but what are our best 
resolutions unaided? "Except the Lord build 
the house, their labour is but vain that build 
it." It would be well if all of us would re- 
member this more entirely, then much oftener 
would our good intentions be blessed, and our 
resolutions made in times of penitence be 
better kept. 

Mrs. Wilmot was some time gone. When 
she returned, she had not much to cheer poor 
Freddy with ; his parents were very angry, but 
desired he would go in at once, and so away 
he went, thanking Mrs. Wilmot for her kind- 
ness, and leaving little Mabel, her eyes filling 
with tears, as she thought of the trouble he 
was in. 

For some days they saw nothing of the poor 
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boy, and when he did come in, he looked very 
sad. Mrs. Wilmot was greatly in hopes that 
it might be a lesson to him, and that he would 
never again give way to such violent temper. 
His father had at once sought for some other 
place to send him to go on vdth his education, 
and had finally decided to place him with a 
private tutor, thinking there his temper would 
be more watched and guarded against ; and as 
the holidays drew to a close, Mabel and Freddy 
were more together again, and the unpleasant 
circupastance, though of course not forgotten, 
was not spoken of. 

The next quarter Freddy passed vdth his 
new tutor, and he came home for his summer 
holidays with an excellent character. Mabel 
was enchanted to see him looking so bright 
and happy, and her own face rivalled his in 
joyonsness as they took their first ramble 
together into the woods. It was so nice, she 
said, to have him to saunter about with, to 
gather the ferns for her and defend her from 
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the snakes, and lift her across the pebbfy 
stream which sometimes crossed their path; 
and then to go fishing with him was anotiier 
delight ; to lie on the grass beside him with 
her book, occasionally pelting him with little 
bits of biscuit, till she made him ran after her 
across the meadow, during which time he 
always declared there had been quantities of 
bites, and so it would be all her &ult if no fish 
were carried home; then when he had good 
luck, and the little shiny fish were captured, 
she would gather the long grass to put iix the 
basket, and,. laying the fish in it, insist on car- 
rying the spoil home herself; then the ram- 
bling in the soft moonlight in the garden to 
find the glowworms and listen to the nightin- 
gales, or the long days in a neighbouring park 
spent beneath the trees, when dear mamma 
came too, and they brought their dinner, only 
going home in the cool shady evening, to find 
tea spread for them under the trees on their 
own little lawn, with plenty of strawberries 
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and cream and home-made cakes, looking all 
so tempting and refreshing to those, who, tired 
with their merry games and laughter, were 
ready to enjoy the perfect rest and repose 
which seemed awaiting them. 

Oh ! those happy days, short as they were 
hlissM; how little did they seem the fore- 
runners of all the gloom that was to follow. 
One afternoon Mabel and Freddy had gone out 
for a ramble, and had somehow missed their 
way just as Mabel was beginning to grow tired^ 
and after a great deal of rough walking, they 
found themselves at length in the high road, but 
still very far from home. Presently a boy came 
along driving a small light cart, and as poor 
little Mabel could scarcely walk from fatigue, 
Freddy hailed him, and asked him if he would 
drive her home. The boy went jogging on 
and made no answer. Freddy ran after In'm 
and called him loudly again. The boy pulled 
up for a moment, and said in a rough, impu- 
dent manner — 
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" Why don't you carry her if she's tired ? I 
never does nothing for nothing/' and drove on. 

This was quite enough for Freddy; his 
good resolutions were all forgotten, and rush- 
ing after the boy, he sprang up the back of 
the cart and fairly dragged the boy out. Of 
course he began to strike and kick, and a 
regular fight ensued, which terrified poor 
Mabel so that she could scarcely keep from 
fainting, for she was never very strong, and the 
over-fatigue and alarm together were too much 
for her. Freddy being the strongest and big- 
gest soon mastered his adversary, who lay on 
the ground more than half stunned by his head 
coming in contact vdth a sharp stone. Freddy 
then ran back for the terrified Mabel, who, not 
knowing what to do, and scarcely able to retain 
her senses, was lying against the bank by the 
road-side, and, picking her up in his arms, car- 
ried her to the cart — for the pony had found a 
nice bit of grass by the road-side, and was 
therefore contented to stand still — and he en- 
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deavoured to cheer her, and assure her that 
the hoy would he all right again presently, 
and that it would he a good lesson to him not 
again to he saucy and disohliging. 

They soon reached home, and then Mahel 
made Freddy promise he would drive hack and 
see ahout the hoy, which he said he would do ; 
hut it was much later than he thought, and he 
knew his father did not like to he kept waiting 
for his dinner, so he told the man in the garden 
to take the cart home to the owner — a small 
farmer living near — and gave himself no fur- 
ther concern ahout the matter ; hut it was not 
to end there. 

Before the dinner was well concluded, Mr. 
Osborne was called by the servant, who said 
there was a man in the study who wanted to- 
speak to him. 

It was the owner of the cart, come to com- 
plain of Freddy's conduct, in making use of 
his cart and ill-using his boy. Mr. Osborne at 
once sent for Freddy, who told his story in a 

N 
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straightforward manner ; but, as of conrse no- 
thing could excuse his thus taking the law 
in his own hands, his father, to quiet the 
farmer, had to pay an exorbitant sum for lie 
use of the cart, and promise to send a doctor 
to see the boy, who was much hurt, he said, 
and would not be able to go to work. 

Poor little Mabel, though very much knocked 
up that evening, recruited by her night's rest, 
was quite weU on the following morning, and 
watched eagerly for Freddy's arrival, to know 
what had been done about the boy. However, 
the day passed on and she saw nothing of him ; 
but in the evening, as she was walking in the 
garden, she heard her name softly called, and 
found it was Freddy, on the other side of the 
fence. 

" I can't come," he said, " to you any more. 
My father says I am only to go out with 
him, till I go back to my tutor's. So good- 
bye, my little Mabel ; I just wanted to tell you 
it was not my fault that you don't see me." 
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" Oh, Freddy, I am so sorry 1 But the boy 
— what of him ? *' 

"Well, he's very ill, they say, and can't 
work. My father is going to take me with 
him to see him, presently. It's a regular row. 
My father's had to give the farmer money, and 
all sorts of things, and send a doctor. But I 
must not stop. Good-bye!" And away he 
went, and Mabel saw no more of him those 
holidays, for it wanted but a few days to their 
termination, and his father kept him very close 
all the time. 

Well, time passed on, and Mabel grew very 
fast, but was very delicate, and so her mother 
still indulged her and petted her, and her 
education consisted only in reading, writing, 
and work ; but as, luckily, she was very fond 
of reading, she gained a fair amount of in- 
formation fi:om the books she read, and her 
sweet face and gentle loving ways made up for 
many other deficiencies. Freddy had been 
going on very well at his tutor's ; there was 

N 2 
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no other boy there, and so but few occasions 
for showing his temper. He was now at 
home, waiting till his father could get him 
into some profession; and so he and his old 
playmate passed most of their time together 
again. But this intimacy began to cause Mrs. 
Wilmot some uneasiness. Mabel was now 
seventeen, and Freddy nearly of age ; and as 
she would have seriously objected to Frederick 
Osborne as a husband for her child, she 
thought it unwise to allow them to be so 
much together, but yet had not courage to 
separate them, for she knew what sorrow it 
would cause her darling child. Day after day 
went by, and she always postponed till the 
morrow speaking to Mabel on the subject. 
One evening they had been strolling in the 
garden as usual, and as she watched them, 
she determined to speak to her the moment 
she came in. As they parted, she saw 
Freddy bend down to her — ^for he was such 
a fine tail fellow, that she, though tall for 
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her age, looked like a fairy beside him — ^and 
give her a rose, and then hold her little hand 
in both of his, and say something to her very 
earnestly, ere he leapt the fence between the 
gardens — his usual mode of departure. And 
then, tremblingly, this weak but loving mother 
awaited her daughter's entrance. 

She gUded in softly, like a shadow, in that 
half dark room, and coming at once to her 
mother, knelt down beside her, and hiding her 
face in her lap, as many a time she had done 
when a little child, said — 

"I may marry him — may I not, mam- 

Then it was too late ! Her weakness and 
irresolution had met their punishment. The 
darkness fell around; they would have no 
candles they said ; the moon rose and streamed 
into the room, shining on the girl's silken hair, 
and on the poor mother's, showing the silver 
threadsmore plainly, which mingled withit now; 
shining on their tearful faces, and their clasped 
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hands — ^that moon which had so often shone 
on the young girl, and never glistened in her 
iears before, and yet no comfort could either 
of them find. It was misery to both — ^to the 
mother that she could not make her child 
happy, that she could not consent to her mar- 
riage with one whose uncontrollable temper 
rendered him, in her opinion, not fit to be 
trusted with her child's happiness ; to the girl, 
that she must choose between two people she 
loved so well. What was to be done ! There 
were no angry words between them, both were 
too gentle, too fond of each other for th^t ; 
but at length it was agreed that the engage- 
ment should last for one year, and if, during 
that time, Freddy shoidd show no symptoms 
of his besetting sin, she would not oppose 
their union as soon as he had an income to 
keep .a wife with; and with this they parted 
for the night, and poor Mabel cried herself to 
sleep. 

The next morning the Wilmots had scarcely 
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finished breakfast, when Mrs. Osborne was an- 
nounced. She apologized for her very early- 
visit, but she wished to speak to Mrs. Wilmot 
alone, on a matter of importance. She had 
come, she said, to request that Mrs. Wilmot 
would aid her in keeping the young people 
apart; she had heard from her son that he 
had been guilty of the folly of proposing to 
Mabel, a match to which, under no circum- 
stances, could she give her consent, and that 
now, penniless as they both were, it was simply 
absurd. * She therefore begged that Mrs. 
Wilmot would use her authority to prevent 
their meeting until she could get her son away, 
which she hoped to do in a week or two. Mrs. 
Wilmot told her that the match was against 
her will also, but that she had made a stipula- 
tion with her daughter the engagement should 
last for a year, and she trusted Mrs, Osborne 
would permit it also. She said she doubted 
^ot that so young as they were it would be 
i(oon forgotten, if they saw very little of each 
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other, and were not opposed ; but she feared 
opposition would only strengthen it. But Mrs. 
Osborne was violent; with the curious con- 
trarieiy of human nature, though she would 
not consent to the match, she felt annoyed 
that Mrs. TVilmot, too, objected to it. She 
chose to take it as an insult to herself and sod, 
and the meeting terminated very angrily, and 
poor Mrs. Wilmot was obliged to go and break 
to Mabel that she must see Frederick no more. 
Poor Mabel, never strong, mentally or physi- 
cally, sunk under this blow, and when he 
strove to see her the night before he was to 
leave home, she was ill in bed, unable to speak 
or be spoken to ; but he saw her mother, and 
told her that nothing should make him give 
her up, that he would marry her in spite of 
everything. Bash boy, who can say " I toUt* 
do this or that in this world ? 

And the weary months " dragged their slow 
length along** — ^weary beyond endurance to 
MabeL who had nothing: to fall back on to 
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distract her thoughts, nothing to do but mor- 
bidly to recall each happy day and hour she 
and Freddy from their childhood had passed 
together. Her health never seemed com- 
pletely to rally, and at length a racking 
cough made her mother so anxious that 
she sent for a physician, who at once 
ordered her abroad as the only chance of 

saving her. 

« « « « « 

There is a large party assembled at the table 
d'h6te of an inn in a lovely village in the 
south of France. Amongst the guests are a 
widow lady and her daughter, who have caused 
much interest, for all can see that the widow 
will soon be childless too. The girl has rallied 
a little since they first came, and is able now 
to join the party at dinner, but the sad hollow 
cough goes to the hearts of those who see the 
mother's anxious look of love at that only and 
idolized child. 

" Have you heard the sad news ?" asked one 
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of the gentlemen, as soon as th^ had taken 
their places at the table. 

" What, the accident do you mean ?" 
answered his neighbour. 

" Accident or intention, that remains to be 
proved. The police have taken him up.'' 

"What is itr demanded Mrs. Wilmot. 

" A young man, an Englishman I am sorry 
to say, too, travelling with a boy as his tutor, 
pushed him this morning in a passion off one 
of the highest cliffs, and, of course, the poor 
child was dashed to atoms. It might be 
brought in manslaughter, but unhappily the 
poor boy was a distant relative of his, and the 
only person standing between him and a hand- 
some property ; and* I am afraid this will go 
against him on his trial. The man who had him 
apprehended was close to the spot, and saw him 
strike the boy first, and then push him over.** 

" How very shocking,'* said Mrs. Wilmot, 
and she turned with an anxious glance to her 
daughter. 
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" Have you heaard his name ?" asked another 
lady, 

" Yes ; rrederick Osborne." 

Those that heard it would never forget that 
shriek of agony which rung through the room. 
They bore poor heart-broken Mabel to her bed, 
from which she rose no more. She lived till 
after the trial, her only comfort to learn that 
the deed was not wiLfiil, only agaia that awful 
and uncontrollable temper. The boy, it ap- 
peared, had been troublesome and impertinent 
all day, and tried him very much. The man 
who saw the accident testified that he had 
spoken very rudely, and that Osborne had 
said, " If you say that again I'll knock you 
down," and the boy had instantly repeated it ; 
upon which Osborne struck him so sharp a 
blow that he lost his balance and fell over ; 
but it was perfeciiy proved he had no in- 
tention to hurt him, but had always, since he 
had the care of him, been very kind to him. 
An English clergyman, who knew both parties^ 
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spoke higUy in favour of Osborne, and steted 
that the boy had always been of a tantalizing 
troublesome disposition. The trial concluded, 
therefore, with a verdict of manslaughter 
against Osborne. 

Poor Mabel's last prayer was that the 
punishment he was undergoing might so cure 
him of his sin, that she might hope to meet 
him in that better land to which she trusted 
she was hastening, and her last request to her 
doctor was to see Frederick, if he could get 
leave, and tell him not to grieve for her, and 
that no earthly power could have saved her if 
even this fearful calamity had not taken place. 
But Frederick could not beUeve this ; he fdt 
assured that the shock, in her delicate state, 
had given her her death-blow, when he heard 
that the sweet eyes had closed for ever, 
and that the innocent blood would indeed 
cry out against him, for he had as surely killed 
her as the poor boy whom he had thrown from 
the cliff. Who would not pity him? Better 
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have been lying as she was in that deep sleep, 
with the blessed hope of a joyful awakening, 
than to pass a life-time of remorse — a, living 
lesson to those who make no effort to still that 
stormy passionate spirit, which may, by break- 
ing the hearts that love them, or by the hasty 
deadly blow, violate that law the very words of 
which make ns shudder as we listen, 

^Thou shalt do no murder.'* 
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'Thou bhalt not coxhit adultebt.** 
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•• For ptire of heart and innocent, 
And teachable and mild« 
And modest in its ways and words 
Should be a Christian child.*' 
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VII. 

" Thou shalt not commit adultery." 

A VERY pretty child was seated, one warm day 
in August, on a bench beneath a weeping ash, 
on a well-mown lawn belonging to a country 
house, resting on her lap a book, in which she 
seemed so interested, that the gambols of a 
little spaniel were quite unheeded, though for 
a long time he had been trying to engage his 
mistress's attention. She was holding back 
with one hand her long curls, so that they 
should not shade her book ; and she and her 
dog would have made a pretty picture, had 
any one been by to draw them. Presently a 
tall elderly woman opened the door of the 
house, and called her ; but she had many times 
said "Miss Gordon! Miss Gordon!" before 
|Sie Httle girl raised her head, and she then 

o 
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jumped off her seat, and, putting her face 
through the branches of the tree, said — 
" I'm here. Mammy ; I can't come in/* 
" But your dinner is ready, my love/' 
" Oh ! I don t want any now ; I can have 
some with papa. I can't come, indeed ! " And 
back went the little lady on to her seat and again 
resumed her book; and then the old woman 
came from the house and followed her, and said— 
" My dear child, you must have some dinner ; 
you ate very little breakfast. Come in, like a 
good child.*' 

*' No, no, I will not. Mammy. I'll begin to 
cry quite loud, if you make oae, and then papa 
will come and say I may do as I like. Now, 
go in," continued the child, as she saw a look 
of sorrow in the old woman's face, " there's a 
dear good old Mammy, and I'll go to bed soon 
to-night, the very moment you come for me, 
and not cry a bit." 

" Mammy" turned away with a heavy sigh. 
She knew too well that the child spoke the 
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tnifch ; that papa would come if lie heard her 
cry, and bid the nurse let her do as she liked ; 
and shefelt that the time would come when the 
father would bitterly rue the way he had spoiled 
his only child. He, too, my children, was 
breaking a commandment. He was cherishing 
an idol ; he was, indeed, forgetting his duty to 
his God — ^giving his child the/r^/ place in his 
heart, and thereby endangering her eternal 
happiness as well as his own. How was he 
fitting her for life and its trials ? How could 
he hope she would be patient in affiction, 
when he so carefully guarded her against every 
— even the smallest — opposition to her wishes? 
She had no practice in self-denial or self-control, 
but was growing up a little wilful spoilt child, 
with but one aim in life — ^her oton comfort and 
amnsement. " Mammy," as she always called 
her, was her nurse ; had had charge of her since 
her birth. Her mother, poor child, had dietl 
before she could remember her ; but this good 
old nurse had endeavoured, as far as possible, to 

o 2 
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supply the place; and greatly did the old 
woman sorrow over her, when she saw how 
her father spoilt her, and how little she conld 
do to prevent the evil consequences. " I am 
only a poor servant,'' she would say, " without 
learning, and my Uttle miss is sharp enough to 
know that ; I can only pray to God for her, 
poor child, and that I do most heartily." 

After the scene I have related. Mammy re- 
turned to the house, and had no sooner reached 
it than she was summoned to the drawing-room 
to speak with a lady who ofben called to have 
a chat with nurse. She was the wife of the 
clergyman, and much interested in the little 
motherless girl, so she often came to see her, 
and ask her nurse about her. 

" Well, Mammy," she said, smiling, as nurse 
entered the room, " how is Miss Gordon?" 

" Quite well, ma'am, thank you. Bat, oh, 
dear!" 

" Why, what is the matter ? you seem in 
trouble," said Mrs. Grey, kindly. 
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""Well, ma'am, truth to say, I am. I do 
really tliink matters get worse. Master does 
spoil her so, and I can't do anything ; and it 
does grieve me so. There she is now, under 
the ash tree, reading, and I*m sure it ain't a 
book that does her any good ; but I haven't 
learning enough to know. But surely, ma'am, 
such young things as her are best running and 
playing, than always reading about a parcel of 
things that ain't true." 

" Quite right. Mammy; I think so too. No 
child should be allowed to read what book 
she likes, without some one wiser and older 
seeing it first, whether it is fit for her or no ; 
and, certainly, too much reading of any kind is 
not healthy for a growing child." 

" No, ma'am, that's what I say to master. 
There she sits hours, all of a heap, read, read, 
read, books she gets out of her papa's library, 
and I don't know if she should read them oi 
no ; but I can't help thinking, sometimes, 
nia'am, that people are best off who cannot 
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read at all, for there's a sight of books printed 
that does one more harm than good to read." 

" True, Mammy; but there's an equal ' sight' 
printed," said Mrs. Grey, smiling, " which will 
do us all good and not harm ; and the blessing 
of being able to read when old age and in- 
firmity render all active exertion impossible, 
is one which cannot be too highly valued 
But there are few things in which a child 
wants more guiding than its reading ; for it is, 
as you say, quite possible that some reading 
may do more harm than good. May I go 
and see Mary, and then I can just look at 
her book, and ease your mind, my good nurse, 
as to your little charge, perhaps ; for it may 
be something very harmless that she is so 
busy over." 

" Oh, yes, it may be, ma'am, sure ; but she 
is so wilfiil, poor dear. Now she wont come 
in to dinner, but says she'll have some with 
her papa." 

" Well, I will see what I can do, nurse." 
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And Mrs. Grey stepped out through the open 
French windows on to the lawn, and joined 
the little girl under the tree. 

" Mary, love, how d'ye do?" she said, tap- 
ping her on the shoulder, for she had not 
raised her head from her book at Mrs. Grey's 
approach. 

"Oh I I beg your pardon, Mrs. Grey; I 
thought it was that tiresome Mammy," said the 
little girl, " come to bother me again." 

" No, it is me, come to tell you that your 
dinner is ready, and that, as I have a long 
walk before me, I will take a little luncheon 
with you, if you will let me." 

Mary looked rather confused at this; but 
not knowing what to say, she closed her book, 
and getting down from the bench on which 
she had been seated so comfortably, said — 

" We had better go in, then." 

" Yes, or the good things which Mammy has 
provided will be cold. What book were you 
80 engaged in when I came to you?" asked 
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Mrs. Grey, as they entered the house ; " may 
I see it?" 

lilary silently and rather unwillingly handed 
her the book. There was something in Mrs. 
Grey's manner which commanded respect from 
Mary, and she always obeyed her implicitly. 

" Have you read much of this, dear ?" she 
asked. 

*' One volume." 

"Did your papa give you permission to 
read it ?" 

" He said I might read anything I liked in 
his library," answered Mary. 

" And so you have chosen this one. Well 
now, my dear child, I am going to ask you to 
do something which will require great resolu- 
tion, great self-control, and which, if you suc- 
ceed in doing, will make me love and respect 
you very much. You are very much interested 
in this book I know, you cannot make up your 
mind to leave it even for your meals ; now, I 
want you to leave it altogether, to take it back 
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to the shelf where you found it, and not read 
it any more ; it is not fit for you to read, it 
cannot do you good, it may do you harm. But 
it is not only, on that account that I ask you 
to do this, but that you may exercise a little 
self-denial, which is so good for us all. Do 
you know, my dear little girl, there are many 
things that I should like to do that I do not 
do simply to exercise this virtue, because it is 
such a useful one, and so great a help to us 
in the difficulties which we must encounter 
through life. Will you try to oblige me by 
putting this book away, and in return I will 
send you a very entertaining one which has 
been delighting my own children so much 
lately.'^ 

Mary's eyes filled with tears, but she silently 
gave the book up to Mrs. Grey, and took her 
place at the table. Slie eat and spoke but 
little during the meal, although Mrs. Grey 
endeavoured in every way to engage her atten- 
tion. She was obliged to leave as soon as the 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



202 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

cloth was drawn, and as slie kissed the little 
girl and wished her good-bye she gave her 
back the book, and said, " Let me see yon put 
this into the shelf, there's a dear child, at once, 
and I shall then feel every confidence that you 
will not take it down again. I will be sure 
to send you the other the moment I reach 
home.'* 

Mary took the book, and with Mrs. Grey 
following her, walked to the library-door. 

" Papa is in here," she said, stopping sud- 
denly ; " we must not go in ; he never likes to 
be disturbed here." 

"Might you not knock at the door, and 
ask to be admitted, just to put away a book?" 

" No ; I am sure papa would not like it," 
persisted the child, " quite sure." As she re- 
peated this with much emphasis, the door 
opened, and Mr. Gordon came out. 

"Ah! Mrs. Grey, how d'ye do? What 
are you saying so eagerly, little one?" he asked, 
laying his hand kindly on the child's shoulder. 
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Mrs. Grey answered for her — 

" I have been recommending Mary to re- 
place in yonr shelves a book I found her read- 
ing, and which I consider by no means fit for 
her. I thought it probable you did not know 
what she was reading/' 

" I did not, certainly ; I give her leave to 
read what she can find, and whatever will 
amuse her ; for, I am sure, in my library she 
will find nothing suitable to her comprehen- 
sion that will hurt her to read, and, poor little 
lassie, her life is a very lonely one. She must 
be amused, and it is well reading does amuse, 
for otherwise I know not what she would do. 
What is this dangerous book, Mary," he con- 
tinned, " that has alarmed our good friend ?" 
and taking the book from the little girl's hand, 
Mr. Gordon, glancing at the title, exclaimed, 
" Well, I never should have thought the child 
would have taken up a three- volume novel to 
read at her age. Why, you don't understand 
a word of it, now ?" 
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" Tes, I do, papa, and I like it very much, 
and I want to know how it ends, and Mrs. 
Grey says I mustn't;" and Mary began to 
whimper. 

" Well, don't cry, my darling pet ; Mrs. 
Grey is too anxious, she is so very fond of you. 
I think the book will not hurt you, so finish 
it; and next time you want a book let me 
know, and I wiU pick you out one even Mrs. 
Grey will approve of. There, run away with 
it, and don't cry any more." 

Delightedly the child ran oflf with her prize, 
and Mrs. Grey, feeling really vexed and an- 
noyed that her well-meant interference was so 
badly rewarded, hastily took her leave. In 
the evening, after Mary was gone to bed, and 
Mr. Gordon was reading in his library, Mr. 
Grey was announced. After apologizing for 
his intrusion in the evening, he said — 

" I am come, even at the risk of your calling 
me a ' meddling busy-body,' about jour little 
girl, in consequence of a circumstance which 
t 
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Mrs. Grey has mentioned to me. We feel a 
great interest in the child, and fear that being 
so much lefb to herself she will not grow up 
just as you wish her, unless some other method 
is taken with her." 

Mr. Gordon laughed, as he answered — 
" Oh ! is this the book story again ? I am 
sorry it has troubled good Mrs. Grey so much. 
I assure you it neither disturbs me nor my 
little maid in the least." 

" The fact that it does not disturb you is the 
reason I am here. I feel, placed as I am in 
this parish, that my duty is to warn and ad- 
vise all whom I see in error amongst my own 
parishioners. Eich and poor, high and low, 
my mission is to all, and so I come now to 
point out to you the mistake it appears to me 
you are making in the bringing up of that 
child. Think what a grave charge it is, the 
care of that little one. She is an immortal 
soul, whom you are training for eternal happi- 
ness or misery ; it is impossible to be too careful. 
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too earnest in our efforts when such treasures 
are committed to our keeping, and from their 
very earliest years this careful training should 
commence." 

"Well, now, my dear Mr. Grrey/' asked 
Mr. Gordon, rather impatiently, " what is all 
this to lead to ? If you mean to say that I 
am not bringing up my child well and pro- 
perly, I can only say I differ with you, and 
there the matter must end." 

" It must, of course, unless I can convince 
you that permitting that child to do exactly 
what she likes, and read books of her own 
selecting, from a mixed library like yours, is 
most injurious to her moral character." 

" Do you know the book she was reading, 
about which such a fuss is made? It is by a 
first-rate author." 

"I do ; and popular as the author and his 
book may be, I would neither have him or his 
book under my roof. His very talent — ^which 
I do not deny — is the danger. If his books 
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were dtdl and stupid, they would not be read ; 
but they axe graphic and stirring, and fuU of a 
morbid excitement most enticing to young 
people ; and possessing as they do a bad moral, 
most dangerous. Instead of making vice odious 
and hatefiil, he clothes it with grace and beauty, 
courage and t^ent — ^all which is most alluring 
to the young ; and through this machine they 
are made acquainted and familiar with vices 
which they should only shudder at and deplore, 
when of necessity they hear of them as they 
journey through life/* 

" I do not see your argument, Mr. Grey, 
I must confess. * To the pure, all things are 
pure.' I do not believe that my little girl has 
discovered the least harm in the book she is 
reading, but thinks the hero and heroine per- 
fection, and never would see the harm if it 
were not pointed out to her. It serves to 
amuse her in her many solitary hours, and 
when it is finished it will be forgotten." 

" Oh ! Mr. Gordon, you don't imagine how 
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soon the bloom is brushed from the peach; 
how fatally soon what is bad makes an impres- 
sion on the young, and how well it is remem- 
bered. But I will say no more, ftirther than 
to make you the oflfer with which I am charged 
by Mrs. Grey — ^that is, that Mary should come 
to the vicarage every day for three" hours, to 
learn with our little girls, and thus be saved 
so many lonely hours." 

" You are very good, Mr. Grey, but I prefer, 
however ungracious it may seem, having my 
daughter at home under my own eye. I shall 
some day have a governess for her ; but until 
I do, she shall do as she likes." 

" Well, Mr. Gordon," said Mr. Grey, as he 
rose to go, " I can only say I heartily trust 
you may never rue it. Good night." 

" Good night ; and thank you for your kind 
intentions." 

The gentlemen shook hands and parted, and 
Mr. Gordon returned to his book, and little 
Mary slept the sound sleep of childhood, while 
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Mr. Grey walked home through the quiet 
lanes^ thinking with dread and sorrow of the 
probable future of that young child. 

And so Mary went on doing much as she 
liked, and reading what she pleased, each 
month Mr. Gordon promising that the next 
would find her at work with a governess ; but 
no governess came. Her father every now and 
then took it in his head to teach her for an 
hour or two ; and as she was naturally clever, 
and anxious to learn, she made rapid progress, 
and the time went on unheeded by either of 
them, till Mary was nearly seventeen, and 
then a sister of Mr. Gordon being in London, 
wrote to beg that Mary might be allowed to 
visit them. 

Delighted at the prospect of seeing London, 
Mary begged to go. Her father had never 
refused her anything ; he could not begin now. 
She went, and remained there several weeks. 
They were very gay people, going out very 
pauch, and always receiving friends at home ; 

p 
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and Mary was therefore perfectly happy and 
amused. 

Amongst their most constant guests was a 
young man> who was the only son of a veiy 
rich merchant, who, though a kind-hearted, 
well-meaning person, was totally destitute of 
any sense of religious duty. He loved his 
children, and liked to see them happy, and 
cared little by what means they were so. His 
son had inherited his father's kind heart and 
good temper, and had he had the advantage 
of early religious training, might have become 
an excellent character; as it was, he only became 
one of those beings of whom there are a good 
many in the world, who content themselves 
with doing little harm, and who. forget utterly 
the responsibility which devolves on every one 
calling themselves Christians, to do much good 
— in short, thoroughly to do their duty in that 
state of life unto which God has called them. 
At the time Mary became acquainted with 
Charles Melville — for so was he called — he 
had made up his mind that, on the handsomd 
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allowance his father made him, he could keep 
a wife, and was therefore looking for some 
pretty, agreeable girl (he thought of nothing 
more), who would consent to many him. 

Mary's aunt, well pleased that she should 
terminate her visit to her by marrying well, 
encouraged their intimacy as much as possible; 
and it ended as she hoped, by Mary accepting 
young Melville for her future husband. Mr. 
Gordon offered no opposition. The young 
man was thoroughly respectable ; had a suffi- 
cient income from his father then, and would 
have a handsome property at his death; so 
preparations for the wedding were at once 
commenced, and in two months this young 
girl — almost a child — ^was a wedded wife. The 
old nurse was in despair at this early, unwise 
marriage, and had only Mr. and Mrs. Grey to 
talk to, who would sympathize with her, for 
Mr. Gordon only laughed, and said she was a 
silly old woman ; and so she kept her sorrow- 
ful forebodings to herself at home, but was 
p 2 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



212 THE 6OI4OEN RULE. 

glad enough of a chat with Mrs. Grey when- 
ever an opportunity oflfered. 

When Mary had been married about a 
year, poor old Mammy went up to stay with 
her in her London house. She was away five 
weeks, and, on her return, all who saw her 
wondered at the change those few weeks hi 
wrought in the healthy, happy-looking old 
woman. She seemed ten years older, so care- 
worn and haggard was her usually bright face. 
She said Uttle, even to Mrs. Grey, but answered 
all iuquiries with a simple " My young lady 
was quite weU." And so the summer and 
autumn passed, and Christmas was nigh at 
hand, and the Greys expected that the young 
couple would of course pass their Christmas- 
day with Mr. Gordon bringing with them 
their little baby, then some six months old, to 
show to grandpapa. But on Christmas-eve a 
carriage stopped before Mr. Gordon's house, 
aind from it alighted, not a happy-l.)oking 
young wife and mother, such as all had 
thougki to see, but a servant girl, bearing in 
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her arms a little infant, wannly wrapped up, 
whom poor old Mammy received with a burst 
of tears. Then the house door was closed, and 
all was dark and silent. Christmas-day came 
and went, marked by no rejoicing ; nothing in 
that dwelling proclaimed that that day was 
more to be esteemed than any other in the 
year. Mr. Gordon kept close to his library, 
and poor Mammy sat over the fire, rocking to 
and fro the little fretful baby, with her large 
tears dropping often on its face. What had 
happened? — what was the gloom which had 
come over them all ? Oh ! my little ones, the sor- 
row which comes on all who disobey those wise 
commands which,iil His infinite mercy, God has 
given us for our guidance and our assistance.* 

Poor Mammy's first little nursling — ^the once 
happy and innocent Mary Gordon — was no 
longer to be named by the good and prudent. 
She had deserted her husband 1 — left him 
whom, in God's house, she Had sworn to love 
and cherish! — ^lefb him for one to whom she 
was bound by no such vow. Even the innocent 
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glances of her baby had not power to keep ber. 
She was gone ; and that little one, if its life 
was spared, would never be talked to of its 
mother, nor taught to lift its little hands in 
prayer for her. 

Far worse than death was such a separation. 
Then she could have been told that God had 
taken her mother to his beautiful heaven, 
where, if she strove to be good, they might 
one day meet again. So, as she held this, her 
second nursling, in her arms, did these thoughts 
make poor Mammy's tears fall thick and fast. 

Numerous reports were afloat in the village, 
and the Greys scarcely knew whether to call 
or no ; but at length Mrs. Grey determined to 
go and see Mammy. 

The poor old woman was very silent at first, 
but Mrs. Grey's kind jnanner won her at length 
to unburden her heavy heart. 

" Oh 1 ma'am, it's aU come too true ; all that 
we thought and dreaded when she was young ! 
My lamb> has gone astray, and my heart is 
well nigh broke 1" 
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" What has happened, Mammy? Tell me about 
it, and, perhaps, I can comfort you. You know 
there is a good Shepherd, who seeks for the 
lost lambs to bring them home to His fold." 

"Ah! ma'am, if he hears their voices but 
those who have not learnt the need of Him 
will not call for Him. They do not love Him, 
nor care to come into His fold. When I went 
to stay there, ma'am, I saw it all. Ton may 
mind how dull I seemed when I came home. 
I saw the sorrow coming, but I hop*ed that if 
God blessed her with a little one, aU would be 
well, that that, if nothing else, would keep her 
true to her husband ; but it was no use, she 
married without love, without knowing why ; 
and with no trust or faith in Grod to keep her 
straight, she fell with the first temptation. 
Oh. ! if she had but married a wiser, better 
man, this might not have happened. He was 
very kind to her, but how can a house prosper, 
ma'am, in which the name of Grod is never 
spoken, nor His service respected or regarded." 

" It is a sad story. Mammy, indeed," said 
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Mrs. Grey. *' How does her husband bear her 
desertion ?" 

" Oh ! he is as much angry as sorry, ma'am, 
I think, and that helps him to bear it. He 
says he'll never see the little one again, but 
pay master to bring it up ; and it's as much 
comfort to me as ever anything can be in this 
world again." 

" Perhaps, Mammy, it may be such a lesson 
to Mr. Gordon that he will be more careful in 
the bringing up of this child, and she may live 
to be a comfort to you all." 

" It's little likely I shall see her grow up, 
ma'am, but God grant she may be a blessing 
to her poor father, and make him some amends 
for her mother's sin. How well I remember 
when she was quite a little thing, teaching her 
her catechism, and she lifting her innocent 
fa.ce to mine, bid me tell her what the seventh 
commandment meant ; and I said, ma'am, that 
it taught us that little children should be 
modest and careful in their ways, loving 
nothing that was fi:ee and rude ; and that if 
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they grew up to be married, they must love 
their own wives and husbands beyond all else, 
and never leave nor forsake them. Oh ! how 
little I then thought my child would ever live 
to break this law." 

Mrs. Grey felt deeply for the poor old 
woman, but she had no consolation to offer ; 
she had always felt that a girl left so entirely 
without constraint, without any guiding prin- 
ciple, must go wrong, and, therefore, it was no 
astonishment to her. She only assured the poor 
old woman she had her sincerest sympathy, 
and she was to command her if in any way she 
could be useful to the poor little girl. 

On Mr. Gordon this great grief had its 
good effect ; bowed in spirit, fuU of shame and 
sorrow, it drew him to the great Physician. 
Never more was his seat in Church empty, 
and as the little girl grew up she went regu- 
larly with him, and sat beside her grave, sad 
grandfather, always lifting her wonderingeyesto 
him when his heavy sigh never failed to foUow 
the words, " Thou shalt not commit adultery/* 
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And now, my dear cHldren, said grand- 
mamma, as slie thus concluded, do not sup- 
pose tliat I mean to infer from this tale that 
reading story-books caused Mary Gordon to 
sin, because I believe that to read good, wise, 
honest stories is an excellent mode of re- ^ 
creation for aU people little and big, but I have 
endeavoured to show how right and proper it 
is that the reading of the young should.be 
under control, for if they once become familiar 
with vice, from reading or other causes, they 
run the risk of no longer dreading it, and so 
may sink from the high estate of the good and 
virtuous to the level of all that is bad and hate* 
ful. Earnestly do I hope that these stories 
may answer their end in making you see the 
mercy and wisdom which gave us such guid- 
ance as the Commandments, and render you 
patient and humble when reproved for your 
youthful follies, by showing you how soon they 
may lead, if unreproved, to serious sins. 
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To the poorest are a treasure, 
Better than ill-gotten wealth, 
Better far than potnp and pleasure.** 
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VIII, 

« Thou shalt not steal." 

In the vfllage where I lived when quite a little 
girl, of which I have told you in a former story, 
there lived an old man, known throughout the 
parish by the name of Old Trusty. He was 
bom in the place, and had scarcely ever been 
away from it, and yet he had never been known 
to tell a falsehood, break a promise, or owe a 
penny. When I first remember him he could 
work a little, for he was very hale and hearty 
for his age, and my father often gave him em- 
ployment for weeks together ; indeed I believe 
he made work for him, rather than that he 
should not be earning something. He was a 
great favourite with all children, and many a 
time has my father sent us in when we have 
been hindering him by begging rides in the 
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wheelbarrow, and all kinds of amusements. 
Sometimes, when he was chopping wood, we 
used to beg him for a story or a song, of which 
he seemed to know scores, and, in short, there 
was no playmate in the village we liked so much 
as Old Trusty. 

One sweet summer's evening we went out 
for a ramble, and as we passed Jacob Wise- 
man's cottage (for that was his right name), 
we saw h im seated just inside the porch, and, 
of course, stopped to speak to him. He asked 
us where we were going, and we told him only 
for a ramble. 

"Well," he said, "you often askme for astory, 
when I've got no time to tell it, suppose I 
come along with you now, and we'U go and sit 
down in the wood, and I'll tell you a nice one/' 
As you may fancy, we readily enough agreed 
to this, and soon, seated on some fallen trees, 
we were eagerly listening to Old Trusty's tale. 

" You know," he began, " that I go by the 
name of Trusty. I'll tell you how I earned it 
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I was a Kttle chap, about seven, when one day 
my mother told me to take eighteenpence down 
the street to the baker. 'I hadn't enough 
yesterday/ she said, ' and promised it to him 
to-day ; and I like to be as good as my word/ 
So I trotted off, pleased enough to have some- 
thing to do. On the way I met a poor woman 
carrying a shocking sickly-looking baby, that 
looked half-starved and half-perished^ and as I 
passed her she gave a heavy sigh, and said, 
' Oh ! what would I give for a mouthful to 
eat.' In a moment I thought of my money — 
should I give it her — how dreadful it must be 
to be hungry. I knew father was in work, and 
could pay the baker next week, but something 
seemed to whisper, 'Little boy, it's not your 
own money; you are trusted with it, ^ you 
mustn't part with it but for the purpose it was 
given you.' And so I went on, but I could 
hear the woman's slow step behind me, and 
the child's whining cry, and I longed to turn 
round and gladden the mother with that shil- 

'Digitized by LjOOQIC 







> ~*^ — 




■ - -ri^ _:I1 iiJ to 

C^ 'i^ — -r* -/ ,■> ^)i 

r I 22iZi^ out 



"^ i. 



sie 'is^'in.t it 
^ seated, to 
1^7 her eves, 
^md eagerly 

in trouble 
St parcel 0/ 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



THE GOLDEN RULE. 225 

wicked stories about father, and he's dis- 
charged. What will become of us I can't 
think/ 

"I was too little to comfort her; I knew 
not what to say; I could only stand by her 
silently, and kiss her now and then. But pre- 
sently she rose up, and drying her tears, said — 

"'Well, crying wont mend it. I must 
bustle about, and see about our things ; for we 
shall soon have to leave this little cottage, un- 
less John gets something to do. Thank God ! 
I don't owe a penny in the world, now the 
baker's paid. Tou have paid him, Jacob?* 

"'Oh, yes, mother!' I answered, readily. 
How thankful I was that I could answer, yes ; 
and all the happier I weoit to bed that night, 
for the thought that I had kept my trust to 
^J mother. It was long before my father got 
another place, and we could not pay our rent, 
and so were forced to leave our pretty cottage 
and for some weeks we had a hard matter tc 
live, I can tell you. I used to try to bring 
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ling. Oh ! how it did bum in my pocket ! 
and continually two voices seemed saying to 
me, ' Give it, it must be right to feed the hun- 
gry,* and ' Little boy, it's not your own/ I 
had a good mother, God bless her ! or I think 
I shoTlld then have taken my first step to dis- 
honesty. I walked quicker, trying to shut my 
ears to the mournful wail of the child, and to 
remember how my mother had often told me 
that Satan tempts us most when he strives to 
persuade us what we want to do is good and 
charitable, and so I reached the baker's shop 
and paid the money, and when I came out 
again I was glad to find the woman was gone, 
and I hurried home happy enough to think 
mother's money was safe where she meant it 
to Ije. When I got in mother was seated, to 
my surprise, with her apron up to her eyes, 
crying bitterly. I ran up to her,, and eagerly 
asked her, what ailed her? 

" ' Oh, Jacob I' she said, * we are in trouble 
now. Some one's been telling a parcel of 
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wicked stories about father, and he's dis- 
charged. What will become of us I can't 
think.' 

" I was too little to comfort her ; I knew 
not what to say; I could only stand by her 
silently, and kiss her now and then. But pre- 
sently she rose up, and drying her tears, said — 

" ' Well, crjring wont mend it. I must 
bustle about, and see about our things ; for we 
shall soon have to leave this little cottage, un- 
less John gets somethiag to do. Thank God ! 
I don't owe a penny in the world, now the 
baker's paid. Tou have paid him, Jacob ?' 

"*0h, yes, mother!' I answered, readily. 
How thankful I was that I could answer, yes ; 
and all the happier I went to bed that night, 
for the thought that I had kept my trust to 
my mother. It was long before my father got 
another place, and we could not pay our rent, 
and so were forced to leave our pretty cottage 
and for some weeks we had a hard matter tc 
live, I can tell you. I used to try to bring 
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home a little by holding horses, or crow- 
keeping, or driving poultry or pigs to market; 
but it was not much I could get, and I was 
oftentimes so hungry, that I used to sit down 
under a hedge and cry. One day I had rambled 
a good distance from home, and found myself 
close to the grounds of a large house, on which 
was written up, 'To let/ The great gates 
were open, and there seemed no one about, so 
I stroUed in. I wandered to the back of the 
house, and looked at the large gardens, in 
which the trees, laden with fruit, were bending 
down to the ground, and the beautiful flowers 
were mingling with long grass and weeds, and 
thought how happy I should be if some one 
would give me that beautiful place, that I 
might take father and mother there, and my 
little sister. How pretty I would make it, I 
thought; how I would work in the garden, 
and set it all to rights ; and how we should 
enjoy the fruit and flowers. 

" There was a dust-bin in the yard which 
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led into tlie kitchen-garden, and I saw on the 
top some pieces of coal, and large cinders, and 
bits of stick. I thought, as the house was 
empty, it would be no harm to gather up such 
pieces of fuel, and carry them home to make 
the kettle boil ; for we had a hard matter to 
get firing as weU as other things. I would 
not have done so if the house had been in- 
habited, for mother and father always warned 
us against gaping about in dust-heaps and 
such-like, at people's back doors ; she said it 
made us look like thieves if we weren't, and 
might in time teach Us to steal. I thought it 
was no harm at an empty house, and so I 
began to pick up the pieces, when, on moving 
one, I saw something glitter. What was it ? 
Something shining, which would amuse my 
little sister, I thought, so I got it out from 
the dust with a piece of stick, and, on looking 
at it nearer, perceived it was a ring. I did 
not know much about such things, but I had 
seen one just Hke it on the squire's finger, and 
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I thought it must be worth something ; so I 
stood there holding it and looking at it, and 
wondering what I ought to do with it. It 
would fetch money, I was sure; but then it 
was not mine to sell. But whose was it? 
There was no one to own it, and it would find 
us food and clothing, and so many, many things 
we wanted. And then mother's delighted face 
seemed to come before me, as I placed aU 
the things I had tought in her hand, and 
my poor anxious father s eyes would light up 
with pleasure, to see at last that we had food 
enough and to spare. Oh ! yes, I thought at 
once, I'll go off to the town and sell it. I 
have found it, not stolen it; perhaps in this 
way God has heard our prayers. And so I 
quickly hurried out of the grounds, and took 
my way to the town. 

" As long as my father was in work, he had 
kept me regularly to the school, and there, of 
course, I had learnt, with the other little folks, 
my catechism ; and I knew it very welL As 
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I hurried along in the direction of the town, 
suddenly the words of the eighth command- 
ment came into my mind — ' Thou shalt not 
steal/ Little as I was, I thought it strange 
that, at such a moment, I should think of 
those words ; and I stopped and looked again 
at the ring. Perhaps it was wrong to seU it ; 
I had better carry it home, and ask my father 
what to do with it ; he might know who once 
lived at that great house, and where they were 
gone, and so return them their property. So 
I turned back to go home ; very sorry, too, for 
I had so reckoned on mother's delighted look 
at the treasures I had brought, that it required 
all my courage to go home without them. 

" As soon as I showed my father what I 
had found, he told me I was quite right to 
bring it to him ; he knew the gentleman who 
did live at that house, and he was now gone 
to live in London ; that the ring was doubtless 
the property of some of the family, and had 
been ^accidentally thrown out with the cinders. 
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Neither he nor my mother coiild write, neither 
could I then, well enough to write a letter ; so 
they decided that the best thing to do was to 
take the ring to the clergyman, and ask him 
to write and explain to the gentleman how and 
where it was found. 

" I did so and he at once consented, patted 
me on the head, and told me I was an honest 
little fellow ; and I heard no more of the ring 
for many months. My father was very long 
before he got fresh employment, and we had a 
very hard time of it. Many a day I have 
stroUed away into the fields, to hide my tears 
of hunger from my poor mother, and then I 
used to think of that ring, and how much we 
might have got for it — enough money, perhaps, 
to have lasted us all this long dreary time. I 
was glad enough to eat the hips and haws in 
the hedges ; but I thank Grod I never took an 
apple from an orchard, though I saw many 
boys doing so, who had not the excuse which 
I might have had, of biting hunger. Well, 
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one day I came home from one of my long 
rambles, and found the clergyman seated with 
my mother. Traces of tears were on her face, 
but still she looked happy. As I entered the 
room she said — 

" ' Here he is, sir. Come here, Jacob, the 
gentleman wants to speak to you.' 

" I felt rather afraid, but I pulled my cap 
off, and walked up to him. 

" ' My boy,' he said, ' you acted wisely and 
honestly in trying to restore that ring to its 
owner, and you will have your reward even in 
this world. The gentleman whose property it 
is values it highly, and he has, therefore, 
begged me to give you a present of money, 
and to teU you that he will henceforth pay for 
your education at any school which I can best 
recommend in the neighbourhood/ 

" Tou may suppose I was delighted at this. 
The money I gave readily to my poor parents 
to spend as they thought fit ; but they would 
insist that part should be spent on new clothes 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



232 THE GOLDEN RULE. 

for me. Accordingly in a week's time I saw 
myself with better clothes than I conld ever 
before remember having, starting off for 
school determined to win a good name there if 
I could, and do credit to the kind gentleman 
who had placed me there. I had been at school 
some few months when one day out in the 
play-ground a boy said he would show me 
something he had found, and if I would help 
him to sell it, he'd give me half what he got 
for it. I said I must see it first, and laughed, 
for he was only quite a little chap, and I 
couldn't think what he'd found was of much 
acdbunt ; but judge my surprise when I saw 
the very ring I had myself picked out of the 
dust-heap. Of course I asked him where he 
had found it, but that he wouldn't tell me. I 
told him my story about it, and begged him 
not to think of selling it, but to return it to 
the owner ; but he only called me a muff, and 
ran away with his prize, refusing to hear any- 
tliing more I had to say to him. I was very 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



THE GOLDEN RULE. 233 

mncli puzzled what to do. I thought I ought 
to tell that the boy had the ring; but it seemed 
xuikiiid to get the fellow into trouble, so I deter- 
mined to say nothing about it, but to try again 
if he would hear reason ; but you may judge 
how puzzled I was about it, and how I won- 
dered where he could have found it. 

''Perhaps the gentleman to whom it be- 
longed had come back to the large house again, 
and again lost it there. I had not been that 
way for a long time, and so I thought I would 
go round that way home, and see if the house 
was inhabited. I did so, and found that it 
was certainly occupied. The bill ' to let' was 
down, and the whole place looked in order. 
A man was sweeping the carriage-drive, and I 
ventured to ask him the name of the people 
living there. *Maitland,' he answered. I 
was sure that was not the name of the gentle- 
man, and more puzzled than ever, I hastened 
home. My mother said I was late, but asked 
no questions, and I eat my supper and went to 
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bed, but it was long ere I got to sleep, so full of 
thought was I of the mysterious ring. Well 
the next morning father said to mother, whilst 
we were having our breakfast — 

" ' Did you know that the Grrange is let at 
last?' 

"' No, I did not. Who to?' 

" ' Why, the gentleman that's married one 
of Mr. Conyer's daughters, Maitland I think 
the name is ; and he, thinking she'd like the 
old place where she was brought up, has took it.' 

" Then, thought I, that accounts for the 
ring, likely enough it was the young lady's ; 
but stni it was strange it should twice be lost. 
I was glad enough to get off to school, in the 
hopes of hearmg more about it. As soon as 
we were turned out to play Tom Smith ran up 
to me, and asked me if I would take care of 
the ring, for he was afraid he should lose it, 
his pocket was torn. I told him I would on one 
condition, that he would let me take it to the 
owner, as I knew whose it was. I thought 
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he looked rather startled at this, and he said, 
' No, you shan't. Til take it home myself/ 

" Grlad enough to think he really would act 
an honest part, I begged him to run with it as 
soon as school was over. He promised he 
would, and much more contented I left him. 
The next morning as I was preparing to start 
for school as usual, and just putting on my 
jacket, mother said — 

" ' You've dropped something, Jacob,' and, 
on looking down, to my horror and astonish- 
ment, I found the ring. My mother, equally 
astonished, inquired anxiously how I came by 
it, for, she said, father had told her there were 
handbills all over the village, offering a re- 
ward for the apprehension of the person who 
had stolen a valuable ring, the property of Mrs. 
Maitland, at the Grange. Of course, I told 
mother all I knew about it, and that I was 
sure Tom had got frightened and slipped it 
into my pocket, and we agreed that we should 
at once walk up to the Grange, and tell the 
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story there ; but just as we were starting our 
village constable arrived with a warrant for 
my apprehension on the charge of having the 
stolen property in my possession, Tom Smith, 
himself having been the informer! I could 
not deny having it ; he would hear nothing 
I had to say, and I was carried ojff from my 
poor sobbing mother, and taken down to the 
magistrate's house. Luckily for me he was 
out, and we had to wait nearly an hour for his 
return — ^it was the longest hour I ever remem- 
ber. He had just returned, and we were sum- 
moned to his presence, when, to my joy and 
delight, I saw my mother enter the house with 
a strange gentleman, and a man leading little 
Tom Smith, who was crying bitterly. Sorry 
as I really was for him I could not help feeling 
most heartily glad at the prospect of being 
free, and without any disgrace resting on me. 
To make short of my long story, I must tell 
you my mother had instantly started off to 
Mr. Maitland, told him the whole story, how 
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I, too, had once found the ring and restored it, 
and he, readily believing me, had had Tom 
Smith taken up. I was, of course, at once re- 
leased, and the other poor wretched boy com- 
mitted and carried off to gaol to await his trial 
at the next assizes. Poor child, it was very 
sad, he was so young, too young to keep his 
own counsel, or he would never have mentioned 
the ring to me, but quietly disposed of it. 
It appeared that he had been helping his father, 
who was a mason, to set a chimney-piece in 
Mrs. Maitland's dressing-room, on the floor 
lay the ring, and, as he said, he could not resist 
taking it. 

" The story soon got abroad, and half jeer- 
ingly the boys in the school began to call me 
Old Trusty, till at length every one called me 
so ; and I thank God I have never done any- 
thing to forfeit the name since. I have ever 
tried to teach the little ones I talk to, to re- 
member the good old saying, ' if you'll steal a 
pin you 11 steal a bigger thing/ and that dis- 
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honesty does not consist only in taking another 
person's property, but in any breach of trust — 
that the boy who, placed in charge of anything, 
leaves it to go and play, or who, sent on an 
errand, loiters by the way, is robbing his em- 
ployers, for they have paid him for his time, 
and he has no right to defraud them of one 
moment of it. I have striven through a long 
life to carry out my own principles, and as my 
journey is drawing to a close, and I am each 
day expecting my summons home, one of the 
things for which I have to be most grateful is 
that God enabled me to keep his Command- 
ment, * Thou shalt not steal/ " 

Such was Old Trusty's tale, and, as you see, 
I have never forgotten it ; for though we who 
are in a better condition of life have less temp- 
tation to this sin than the poor, still, as Old 
Trusty says, any breach of trust or intention 
to defraud, is an infringement of that law 
which we should always pray God to incline 
our hearts to keep. 
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" Thou shalt not bear False Witness against thy 
Neighboub." 
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*' 0, Christian cliild ! in Christ's own Church 
So late baptized and bom anew, 
Let all thy thoughts be upright thoughts. 
Let all thy words be true. 

^ The little lips that every daj 

Say prayers to God at mom and eve, 
They were not made for wicked words 
That injure or deceiye." 
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IX. 

" Thou shalt not bear False Witness against tby 
Neighbour." 

In a large, airy, comfortable room, in the 
farthest wing of an old rambling country- 
house, were assembled several children of vari- 
ous ages, happily engaged in a game which, to 
judge from the shouts of laughter, was in- 
finitely amusing to their young minds. Many 
times had a quick, matronly-looking woman, 
who was working in one comer of the room, 
endeavoured to make herself heard above the 
din, but in vain ; and her only hope now rested 
in the summons to tea, which she trusted 
would, ere long, be effectual in stilling the 
tumult. 

At length one little girl, weary with the 
rough noisy game, came from among the chil- 
dren, and seating herself in a low chair, said- 

B 
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"Oh, nurse! when will it be tea-time? 
I'm so tired and thirsty." 

" Tired, child ! and no wonder. I shaJl be 
glad enough when your cousins go home again; 
the place is like I don't know what when 
they're here." 

"Whatever that place might resemble the 
little girl did not enquire, but again demanded 
when tea would be ready. 

"In a few minutes. There — ^there is the 
bell. Now, do stop, children!" she exclaimed 
in a louder voice, rising from her chair and 
putting down her work. 

The bell and the voice together procured 
silence, and the breathless, heated children 
gathered round the nurse to be made tidy to 
go down to tea. 

"Where is Susan, I wonder; I can't dress 
all these children myself," said the nurse, pet- 
tishly. 

" I'll make her hear," said one of the boys, 
" if she's alive, I'll undertake " And he was 
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preparing to give evidence of the strength of 
his^ lungs, when Susan saved him the trouble 
by entering the room. 

She was a pale, sickly-looking girl, who 
appeared to have outgrown her strength, for 
she was unusually tall for her age, which 
seemed scarcely more than seventeen. 

"Where have you been to, Susan?" asked 
the head nurse, in a sharp tone. 

" Only in the next room, nurse, mending 
the things and looking over them." 

" Well, you have been long enough about 
it ; make haste now, then, and get the children 
ready. I wonder if Brown will ring another 
beU?" 

Susan made no answer, but began arranging 
the hair, and washing the dirty little hands 
and faces, of two or three of the children. At 
the completion of this task, no other bell 
sounding, the nurse desired them to proceed 
down stairs, to the room adjoining the dining- 
room^ where they always took their tea. 
B 2 
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As soon as they were all seated round the 
table, the door opened, and a tall, gracefiil- 
looking woman entered, a<5Companied by a 
gentleman and another lady. 

" Well, children," she said, " have yon had 
a famous game together ?'* 

"Oh, yes, joUy!" said one little boy, with 
his mouth full of bread-and-butter. 

" Indeed, ma'am, I think they have ; they 
have been so noisy, I thought you would hear 
them, and send word for less noise," said nurse. 

"Oh, no! I like them to be merry; and 
making a noise strengthens their lungs." 

" I trust my children have not been very 
riotous, nurse?" asked the other lady, a lan- 
guid, delicate-looking person, who seemed to 
find even living a fatigue. 

"The noise has been very equally shared 
amongst them, my lady, I think." 

A loud shout of laughter at this moment 
gave evidence of their powers in that line, for 
Mr. St* Aubyn had knelt down by one of the 
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children, and snapped up a piece of bread and 
jam, just as she was conveying it to her mouth. 
This was a great joke, and " Do it again ! " was 
reiterated on all sides; but Mrs. St. Aubyn 
interfered. 

" Now, Charles, I think there has been quite 
noise enough and play this afternoon, and your 
fan will render the pursuit of tea too difficult ; 
therefore, having seen them all safe and com- 
fortable, we will leave them to enjoy their 
meal, only trusting we shall bring equally 
good appetites to our dinner/' 

"You, Harry and Isabel, may come on to 
the lawn to us when you have finished your 
tea; and you little folks, Harriet?" 

" No ; I think they are best in bed," an- 
swered Lady Glanville. " Good night, my 
darlings ! " And kissing the rosy, dimpled faces 
upheld to her, which example was followed by 
Mr. and Mrs. St. Aubyn, the party left the 
room. 

Lady Glanville and Mrs. St. Aubyn were 
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sisters, but totally unjike in manners, disposi- 
tions, and opinions. Lady Glanville was the 
youngest, and had married very yoirng a noble- 
man considerably older than herself, fascinated 
by the title and position he oflfered her, and 
charmed with the life of ease and luxury which 
she fancied she should lead. They had been very 
much spoiled at home ; they had had no strict 
grandmamma, no wise mother, to check their 
faults or encourage their virtues. 

But Adelaide St. Aubyn s character was a 
much finer one than her sister's, and hav- 
ing married a good and wise man, whom she 
loved, she was an excellent wife and mothei, 
and was bringing up her children well and 
sensibly. She never allowed them to come 
in to dessert — a practice she considered annoy- 
ing to many of her guests, and by no means 
good for the children, who would either be 
given fruit, or cakes, or something which would 
be anything but beneficial ; or sit there seeing 
all the nice things they were not permitted to 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE GOLDEN RULE. 247 

taste — aa effort of self-denial for wliicli she 
did not see the necessity. They always joined 
them, therefore, for half-an-hour in the draw- 
ing-room, or on the lawn in the fine warm 
weather, and this half hour was looked forward 
to with dehght by the children. 

Harry, the eldest, a nice manly boy, about 
eleven, Isabel, a little bright-eyed merry child 
of nine, and a boy of three years old, con- 
stituted the family ; but Lady Glanville had 
four little children, so together they had been 
a large party in the nursery, enough to dis- 
turb the temper of one more gentle than the 
good but somewhat irritable nurse. 

She had lived with Mrs. St. Aubyn since the 
birth of her first child, and was supreme in 
the nursery, and very much indulged by her 
mistress, because she was so clever a nurse; 
her whim was therefore gratified when she 
asked permission to undertake the charge of 
Lady Glanville's children, instead of their own 
nurse coming with them, and yet she was 
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almost sorry, now that she had had her own 
way, as we all often are, for the charge of 
seven children, five of them boys, was no light 
undertaking. 

** Harry," said Isabel, as the two children 
sat on the lawn, waiting fox their mother and 
annt, "shall you be very sorry when our 
cousins are gone ?" 

" Well, yes ; why ? shan t you ?" 

"Not so very y veryl^ said the little creature; 
" they are so rough, for one thing, and some- 
thing else, if you promise you wont tell." 

" Oh, yes ; go on, I wont tell," said the boy, 
jumping up at a branch over his head, and 
swinging by it as he spoke. 

" But you must come down, because I must 
whisper" — 

" Oh ! nonsense, whisper ! no one can hear 

you." 

" But they might, Harry ; do let me whisper, 
else I can't tell you." 

" Very well ; there then, make haste, what 
is it?" 
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" Why," she ijaid, putting her rosy lips close 
to his ear, and whispering softly, "Ernest 
tells stories." 

"Nonsense, child, stories; what do you 
mean ?" 

" He does, Harry," she said, more earnestly ; 
" he told me yesterday mamma called me when 
she did not." 

" Well, what of that? that was only his fun." 

" But it is not right to tell stories in fun, 
our mamma says." 

" Oh ! you re a little Puritan," said Harry, 
in a style of what he considered great manli- 
ness, proud of his historical knowledge, which 
enabled him to apply this name to his little 
sister. 

" I don't know what that means ; but if it's 
some one who doesn't like stories, I hope I 
shall always be one," answered the child, " for 
I am quite, quite sure it is wicked to say any- 
thing that is not really true." 

" Well, I don't know anything about it. I 
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like Eraey very mucli ; he's told no stories of 
me, and he'd better not," said Harry, swinging 
up again on the bough, while little Isabel sat 
quietly looking across the lawn, thinking with 
more earnestness than was perhaps natural to 
her age of her cousin's fault, and hoping that 
her dear brother Harry would not, from think- 
ing there was no harm in it, learn to imitate 
Ernest. 

She was very wise, this little girl, to think 
this ; for to consider there is no harm is often- 
times the beginning of sin. 

The ladies soon joined the children on the 
lawn, and kindly talked and played with them, 
until Susan's appearance summoned them 
to bed. 

A few days passed on, and the Glanvilles' 
visit was fast drawing to a close, when one 
morning Isabel noticed that Susan, who was a 
great favourite with her, looked very sad. She 
anxiously asked what was the matter, but only 
received for answer a burst of tears ; so then in 
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great trouble she went to the nurse to obtain 
information. 

" Susan's been a naughty girl, my dear," 
answered nurse, " and I hope she's sorry. IVe 
given her a talking to, but I'm afraid if it gets 
to your mamma's ears, she will send her away." 

" Oh ! not if she is sorry, and will never do 
it again, nurse. I am sure mamma wont." 

"Well, I hope not, my dear, for Susan's 
parents are very poor, and don't want a big 
girl like her at home to keep. But run away 
and play now; there's your cousins calling you." 

But Isabel could not play as usual. Susan's 
sad face, and the idea that she might be sent 
away, haunted her, and so at length she deter- 
mined to go at once to her mamma, and beg 
her to forgive Susan, and not send her away, 
whatever she might have done. Now this was 
very brave of the little girl, for Mrs. St. Aubyn 
never allowed the children to come down to 
the drawing-room without being sent for, and 
she knew, therefore, that she should probably 
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be scolded for showing herself there ; but she 
was determined to bear that, in hopes that 
her mission might be successful. Susan had 
won her love by many acts of gentle kindness, 
staying by her bedside when she had felt timid, 
and when nurse had angrily bid her go to 
sleep and not be silly, or carrying her when 
the walks had been too long for her, and she 
was tired, and nurse had said she was too old 
to be carried, and it was babyish. ^ Now you 
must not think by this that nurse was a very 
cross creature, but she made a very common 
mistake, that is, she did not sufficiently study 
the different dispositions of the children under 
her care. Little folks are very apt to have 
whims and fancies which, if given way to by 
those who have the charge of them, would 
soon make them a misery to themselves and aU 
about them ; and, therefore, to laugh at them, 
and call them silly and bab3dsh, is all very right 
and wise. But Isabel was neither silly nor 
babyish, she was a sensitive, delicate, and very 
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forward child for her age ; her little head was 
at times too full of thought, and then she 
would lie awake tiU she grew timid, and could 
not bear to be alone in the silent night; 
then the walks which the stronger children 
could take were too much for her, and she 
really was tired much sooner than they were. 

All this, nurse did not consider; but she 
never meant to be cross to her, only to break 
her of what she thought silly. But of course 
little Isabel loved better the gentle nursemaid 
who was so kind and considerate to her, and 
therefore she was willing and anxious to make 
this sacrifice for her, "of braving her mammas 
anger. She flew lightly and quickly down the 
broad staircase, and gave a timid knock at the 
morning-room door. Her little heart beat 
quick, as she heard the answer in her mamma's 
voice to come in. She opened the door, but 
still stood on the threshold. Mrs. St. Aubyn 
Hfted her head from her work. 

" Isabel, what do you want ? — ^what business 
have you here?*' 
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"Please, dear mamma, don't be angry; I 
want to speak to you." 

" But, Isabel, it is against my orders that 
you come down here. What can you have to 
say to me that you cannot say when I come 
up stairs ? Now, go away, and I will come to 
you presently." 

But still the little girl stood there, and with 
still more earnestness said — 

" WiU you come now, then, dear mamma, 
for I do so want to speak to you?" 

Mrs. St. Aubyn, astonished at her usually 
timid, obedient child's perseverance, considered 
there must be some cogent reason for it, at 
least, in her own mmd, and answered — 

" Well, close the door and come in, if you 
are sure it is something very particular ; but 
remember, if it is not, I shall be obliged to 
send you up stairs for the rest of the day, for 
disobeying my orders." 

" I think I would almost rather be punished 
than not say it," answered Isabel, though 
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sometMng very like tears shone in her large 
eyes, at the tone of rebuke she was so un- 
accustomed to hear. Mrs. St. Aubyn, half 
smiling at her earnestness, said — 

*' Welli then, my dear child, at once let me 
hear it." 

" Nurse tells me that Susan has done some- 
thing very naughty, which, if you hear of, you 
will send her away; and I am so very, very 
afraid that you will hear it, and send her away, 
that I have come to beg you not. Nurse has 
given her a good talking to, and she is very 
sorry, and has been crying so ; and I am sure 
she will not do it again." 

Again Mrs. St. Aubyn smiled, and laying her 
hand kindly on the child's fair head, she 
answered — 

"I cannot make you any promise, dearest, 
till I know what Susan s fault is ; but I will 
not ask any questions, and if nurse has spoken 
to her, and she is sorry, I hope the fault will 
not be repeated. So make your little mind 
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easy; if it was anything very serious, nnrse 
would of course have told me, and therefore I 
trust her lecture wiU have a good effect od 
Susan. Now, run away up stairs again." 

"Am I not to come down any more, 
mamma?'' 

" Oh, yes! your wish to serve some one in dis- 
tress is excuse enough. I do call that important, 
my little girl, and therefore you are not in dis- 
grace. Good-bye, for the present ; I shall come 
and see you presently, up stairs." And kissing 
her mother very fondly, with delight shining 
in her face, Isabel returned to the nursery. 

A few minutes after. Lady GHanville entered 
the morning-room. 

"I have been looking for you, Adelaide; 
Preston said you were in your room." 

" I was, dear, half an hour ago, for a short 
time; but you are sure to find me here until 
luncheon, you know." 

" Yes, I forgot at the moment that this was 
your usual refuge ; and I should not infringe 
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on your business hours," continued Lady 
Glanville, smiling, " but that I want to 
/speak to you on a matter of some little im- 
portance/' 

" Sit down, and say on ; I am quite ready 
to listen," answered her sister. 

"Well, you know Glanville allows Emey 
what I consider an absurd sum of money for 
such a child; but my remonstrance on the sub- 
ject being useless, I content myself with making 
strict inquiries as to how he disposes of it. So, 
as to-morrow is pay-day again, I made my cus- 
tomary inquiry as to the state of his funds, and, 
to my surprise, I found he had spent it all. 
On pursuing the matter, it seems he lent ten 
shillings to your nursemaid." 

" My nursemaid ! " exclaimed Mrs, St. 
Aubyn. *' Impossible ! " 

" So I thought and said, but he adheres firmly 
to it, and therefore I thought it but right to 
tell you ; for though the girl is perfectly wel- 
come to the money, I do not think she should 

s 
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have borrowed it of a child — especially a guest 
in the house." 

" Decidedly not ; I am excessively displeased, 
and will see into the matter at once." And 
rising, Mrs. St. Aubyn rang the bell, and 
desired the servant to send Snsan to her. 

" Do not discharge the poor girl, or inflict 
any severe punishment, Adelaide, or I shall be 
quite sorry I spoke ; but I think it quite a 
duty to reprove young servants for their &ults, 
when they come to our knowledge, or they 
may grow into larger ones.'* 

" Certainly ; I make a point of doing so,** 
answered Mrs. St. 'Aubyn, " and it is only a 
reproof I wish now to give; for so that she 
repays the money, it is only a fault, and not 
a sin, and merits therefore rebuke, and not 
punishment. — Come in,** she answered, in re- 
ply to a tap at the door, and Susan Altered* 

" I sent for you, Susan,** said her mistress, 
" to ask you if it is true that you have bor- 
rowed ten shillings of Master GlanvOle^ be* 
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cause I have been mtich displeased at hearing 
that you have done so." 

A flush of crimson covered her whole face ; 
but she made no answer. 

Again her mistress repeated the question. 

Susan glanced timidly at Lady Glanville, 
then at her mistress, but still made no 
answer. 

" I cannot imagine that you mean this 
silence for impertinence, Susan; but I can 
only draw from it the conclusion that you have 
nothing to say-^that you do not deny the fact. 
Are you aware that Master Glanville goes 
home the day after to-morrow ? and have you 
the money to repay him?" 

This time she answered in a clear, low voice, 
though two large tears were coxirsing eacl^ 
other down her cheeks — 

*' No, ma'am, I have not." 

" Why, your wages were only paid last week." 

'' Pather is ill, ma'am, and I sent the money 
home." 

82 
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"Then how did you intend paying Master 
GlanviUer 

Again Susan lifted her soft dark eyes to Lady 
Glanville*s face, and made no reply. 

" Eeally, Susan, this obstinate silence makes 
me very angry; you must have had some 
strong reason for borrowing this money ; why 
not at once tell me? and, also, how you intend 
to repay it ; for to take money without inten- 
tion of paying it again is positively dishonest/' 

Again a crimson blush covered the girl's 
face, and she said — 

" May I speak to you alone, ma'am ?'* Mrs. 
St. Aubyn looked at her sister ; Lady Glanville 
rose, and smiling, said— 

" I am going into the conservatory ;" and 
taking a book from the table, she opened the 
glass-door, and walked out among the lovely 
hot-house flowers, closing the door behind her. 
Then Susan came a step or two nearer her 
mistress, and said with great earnestness — 

" Indeed, ma'am, I never borrowed a farthing 
from Master Glanville. or took a halfpenny 
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from any of the children, though often and 
often they've oflfered them to me ; indeed, in- 
deed, it is not true, but I did not like to say so 
before his mamma." 

" Susan, are you quite sure ycJu are speaking 
the truth ?" asked her mistress. 

" Indeed I am, ma'am." 

** Then go up stairs for the present, and I will 
consider what is best to be done." 

!Now, children, said grandmamma, when she 
had got thus far in her story, you must picture 
to yourselves a hot summer's day — a day when 
it is pleasanter to lie down under the shade of 
some trees, and read some pretty book, than 
to do anything else, and then you will pity a 
girl whom you must fancy trudging across 
some fields under the baking sun, without any 
shade, carrying a small bundle, her face scarlet 
-with heat, and stained with tears. The but- 
-fcercups and daisies are growing thickly in 
-fchose sunny fields, but she does not stop to 
pick them, Gertrude, as you would, or to rest 
xipoD the stile and look at the waving com on 
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either side, or to stay in the next hay-field, 
where merry children are shoutiQgwith laugh- 
ter, throwing the sweet hay at one another; 
no, she passes quickly on, and does not stop 
till she stands before a poor cottage in a lane, 
where two or three young children are playing 
in the small garden before it. An exclamation 
from one of them calls to the door a neat but 
very delicate careworn-looking woman, and 
throwing down her bundle the poor girl flung 
her arms round the woman's neck, and burst 
into tears. 

" My dear child, what is the matter?" said 
the woman, leading the weeping girl into the 
cottage ; " what has happened ?" 

" Oh ! mother, I'm sent away, but it's not 
my fault, it's not just, it's not, indeed," she 
sobbed. " I did not do it." 

" Susan, deary, don't sob so; neither father 
nor me will believe anything against you that 
you don't own to, for you've never in your life 
told us a lie." 
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A feeble voice, from an inner room, inter- 
rupted the mother. 

" There's father calling ; cheer up, dear, for 
you mustn't flurry him, and tell us all about 
it after tea. Come, Jenny," she said to a 
little girl who had been standing in astonish- 
ment at her weeping sister, " put on the kettle 
and get tea, while I go to father, and you dry 
your eyes and come in in a minute, Susy." 

So saying, she went into the room from 
whence the feeble voice was again heard calling 
her, and Susan followed when she had dried 
her tears, although she had a hard matter to 
prevent them again at sight of her father, so 
altered and ill he looked. 

"So, theyVe sent you away, lass; have 
they? Well, never mind, you must help 
mother to nurse me, for she's most done up, I 
know ; and we must get along as we can tiU we 
hear of another place. Now tell us all about it." 

"Let her have her tea first, father; she'll 
be better able to talk, then, wont you, Sue ?" 
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"No, dear mother, I can tell you now; it 
is not much to tell. A young gentleman, a 
nephew of Missis's, has been staying at our 
house, and he went and told his ma I'd bor- 
rowed ten shillings of him, and because, of 
course, I denied it, and he, like a wicked child, 
stuck to it. Missis discharged me, for, she said, 
she could not aUow me to remain with her 
children, if I was capable of taking the boy's 
money, and then denying it ; she considered me 
guilty of falsehood and dishonesty. Oh! 
mother, I thought my heart would break to 
hear her talk like that, but still I'd rather be 
as I am than have stood to a lie as that child 
did. Missis had us face to face, and the young 
gentleman's mamma ^nd papa, and Missis and 
Master was there, and before them ail he de- 
clared I did have it. I felt, of course, I wouldn't 
be believed, but I blessed God, mother, that 
you'd taught me to speak the truth; you and 
father believe me, don't you ?" 

" That we do," they both answered in a 
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breatli ; *'so don't fret, Susey. God wont desert 
you nor us, so come along and have your tea, 
and let us be as happy as we can. I'm sure 
we're aU agreed that we'd rather be poor as we 
are than change places with that young gentle- 
man." 

Then these poor and honest people sat down 
to their humble meal, and enjoyed it far more 
than the little boy who at the same time was 
seated at his aimt's table, on which was spread 
every delicacy, for he knew that he had com- 
mitted a grievous sin, that he had broken one 
of God's commandments, " Thou shalt not bear 
false witness against thy neighbour." 

Mrs. St. Aubyn was very much worried too 
on this subject; she had always liked poor 
Susan, tod was with difficulty persuaded to 
believe this charge against her. But nurse and 
Xiady Glanville were so decided in their opinion 
that the girl had taken the money, that though 
with great unwillingness, she at once dis- 
charged her. 
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Poor little Isabel was inconsolable, and most 
indignant with her cousin, whom she more 
than ever wished gone. Harry even began to 
have his doubts of him, and it was with much 
more pleasure than sorrow that they saw the 
well-packed travelling carriage bear away their 
young relatives. 

Well, time passed on, and Isabel had now a 
governess, and Harry had gone to a pubUc 
school. The Hon. Ernest GlanviUe was sent to 
the same, but Harry, who had never quite got 
over the affair of the money, was not willing to 
become very intimate with him. Ernest noticed 
this, and resented it in a very silly way, for in- 
stead of trying to behave so well as to win his 
cousin's love and good opinion again, he used 
to endeavour to make him a laughing-stock 
whenever it was in his power, and strove in 
any way to annoy and vex him. Harry bore 
it very well, for his good mamma had taken 
such pains to teach him that he ought not to be 
easily provoked, but to strive earnestly to imi- 
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tate the blessed Saviour who bore all provoca- 
tions with meekness, that he used to think of 
her gentle advice when other boys would tell 
him that he ought to fight his cousin. 

Harry was the most general favourite in the 
school, for he was so good-tempered and merry- 
hearted, and such a famous hand at every game, 
that he was always the victor in the playground. 
But in the school-room Ernest was far before 
him, for he was much more clever than his 
cousin ; he had naturally greater abilities, it 
cost him no trouble to learn anything, while 
poor Harry had really to fag; therefore, in point 
of fact, it was far more credit to him to get 
through his lessons well than to Ernest who 
hardly looked at them. 

The end of the summer half was just at 
hand, and the boys were aU busy preparing for 
the examination that was to take place before 
they left. Harry used to be up at four o'clock 
in the morning, working hard, as he hoped to 
please his mother by bringing home a prize for 
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the first time, and to achieye this laudahle 
object he spared no pains. The day arrived, 
but to the surprise of the whole school and the 
masters, Harry St. Aubyn carried all before 
him, and Ernest GlanvUle was entirely unsuc- 
cessful. He had relied so much on his natural 
quickness, and so little on what his cousin's 
perseverance might do, that never doubting all 
would be well, and he should as usual carry off 
the prizes, he had taken no pains whatever, 
and never had he felt so bitterly disappointed, 
or so envious and angry with his cousin, as 
when the many shouts of the boys rang through 
the room, as each prize was presented with a 
speech of congratulation from the head-master 
to the delighted Harry. 

An hour or two afterwards, Ernest might 
have been seen in conversation with one of the 
elder boys who seemed to be urging upon 
Ernest some line of conduct to which he 
objected. 

" Do, Glanville," he sai'l; " it's absurd and 
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weak of you not to tell, and indeed, if you 
don't, I wiU." 

" No, no, Harvey, let him have his triumph 
this once ; it will tell itself at last. Have I not 
always won the prizes before, and has he ever? 
Let the matter alone ; he*ll have some difficult 
job next half, which he will never do, and then 
the truth will come out," continued Ernest. 

" I don t know that, Grlanville ; I like justice, 
and it does not satisfy me to know that youVe 
been slaving to help that fellow in his work, 
and so neglected your own, and that now he 
should carry away the rewards you ought to 
have." 

" No ; come, I did riot exactly say that, Har- 
vey; I said I helped him a little :" and a blush 
of crimson covered his face, as at that moment 
one of the masters approached. 

" What are you two so busy talking of?" he 
asked, putting his hands kindly on the boys' 
shoulders. 
. "Oh! nothing particular, sir," answered 
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Ernest, quickly, frowning at his companion to 
silence him. 

" I thought, perhaps, you were talking over 
Harry St. Aubyn s success ; it is the talk of 
the whole school. The boy must have worked 
hard, truly." 

" Glanville, I will speak," said Harvey, in 
answer to the repeated frowns and signs to 
be silent which Ernest made. Before he had 
time to say more, the dinner-beU rang, and 
Ernest started off, calling to Harvey to follow. 
But the master fancying there was something 
strange in his manner, said, '' I will speak to 
you, if you wish, after dinner ; there is not 
time now." 

" Thank you, sir," said Harvey; ''I should 
like a few minutes' conversation with you." 

Accordingly, immediately after dinner, the 
master ordered Harvey to come to his room, 
and he then told him that he was induced to 
speak from a sense of justice only, as St. Aubyn 
was a great favourite of his. But he thought it 
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only right to say, that he heard, from Glanville, 
St. Aubyn's success was entirely owing to the 
fact that Glanville had assisted him ; indeed, 
that the Latin verses for which he had obtained 
the most credit, and gained the best prize, were 
written by Glanville himself. 

" Then, Harvey,*' said the master, " there's 
nothing left for us but to carry this matter at 
once to Dr. Tatham ; you must come with me." 

Oh ! who amongst you, my darling little 
ones, said grandmamma, would like to have 
taken Ernest Glanville's place, thus robbing 
poor St. Aubyn, not merely of the prizes, but 
what was of still greater value, his good name ? 
how could he ever again say or remember the 
words of his catechism, which tells us that our 
duty to our neighbour is to hurt no one by 
word or deed ? 

There was no one in that large school, much 
as they liked Harry, who could say anything 
in his favour. No one had seen him working 
more than usual ; no one could testify that he 
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had given up his hours of recreation for the 
sake of work ; and his own simple word, that 
for months he had worked before any one in the 
house was awake, was not beKeved against 
what appeared so much more likely, that he 
had been assisted by the cleverest boy in the 
school ; and when, after much reluctance and 
hanging back, Ernest produced a rough copy 
of the Latin verses in his own handwriting, 
the chain of evidence was complete, and the 
handsome set of books he had just received 
was taken from Harry and given to Ernest 
Glanville. 

Almost heart-broken, and yet bewildered 
and astonished to find Ernest possessed of a 
copy of his verses, St. Aubyn had nothing to 
say. A choking sensation seemed to stifle 
him ; he at once rushed out into the air, and 
getting as far away from the house as he could, 
he flung himself down on the grass and sobbed 
bitterly. 

The field into which he had wandered had a 
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path through it leading to the village. He 
had not, therefore, long indulged in his grief 
before the sound of footsteps startled him, and 
he jumped up and dashed away his tears that 
he might not be caught crying. It was a 
young woman, carrying a handsomely dressed 
child, who approached him. She looked at him 
as he passed, and he thought he recognised the 
face ; she stopped and smiled, and then he was 
sure that he saw the nursemaid, Susan, who, 
through Bmest's accusation, had been dismissed 
from her place. 

" Ohl Susan, how do you do ?" he exclaimed ; 
" it is Susan, is it not ?" ' 

" Tes,*Master Harry," answered Susan, " it 
is. I am so pleased to see you ; I thought it 
was you. I have walked through this field 
every day lately, being so near the school- 
house, in hopes of seeing you. I'm at service 
close by, and I knew you was at school here, 
because our young gentleman is there too, and 
he brought home a lot of writing to copy with 

T 
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yoTir name written on it, and I asked where 
you came from, and by all he could teU me I 
was sure it was you." 

"Writing with my name on it to copy? 
Are you sure, Susan ?" asked Harry, eagerly. 

" Yes, quite sure, Master Harry." 

" And what's the boy's name, your young 
gentleman's, I mean ?" 

"Whitmore, sir." 

" Thank you, Susan ; perhaps youVe done me 
a great service by telling me this. I can't stay 
another moment, I must run back, but I'll see 
you again another day ;" and without waiting 
for more words the poor boy ran back to school, 
leaving Susan a little disappointed that she 
could not have a longer gossip, and hear more 
about the young charge she had loved so nauch. 

Harry made all speed to his room, and 
hastily opened his bureau, in which he knew 
he had placed the rough copy of his verses. 
It was gone, truly. Whitmore shared his 
room, and he was Ernest's favourite friend. 
Poor Harry sat down on his bed to think what 
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was to be done. He should bring two boys' 
into serious disgrace if he exposed the matter 
and yet in justice to himself he ought to do 
so ; but then, perhaps, Susan might lose her 
place for mentioning the circumstance, and 
without naming her he could not prove his 
case. He could come to no determination, and 
so settled in his own mind to wait and consult 
his father and mother on his return home, 
which was to be on the following day. 

Very indignant was his warm-hearted little 
sister when he related the history of his cousin's 
conduct, the evening of his arrival at home, 
and she could not forbear saying, " Did I not 
tell you, Harry, long ago, when Ernest stayed 
with us, that he told stories ; he used to say 
it was fun, but I did not think it good fon 
and I am convinced now by this, that he did 
tell a story about poor dear Susan. Don't you 
think so, mamma?" 

" I'm half afraid so, indeed, dear Isabel, and 
1 must, therefore, seek an opportunity to see 

t2 
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Susan, and make her some reparation for the 
injustice that was done her." " And I/' said 
Mr. St. Aubyn, " will write to your uncle and 
tell him this story, and see if he will not have 
justice done you. I think, for the boy '3 own 
sake, he ought to receive some severe punish- 
ment, in the hope that he may learn in time to 
break himself of this fearful habit. It is an 
awful thought that young as he is, he is already 
breaking Grod's law by bearing false witness 
against his neighbour. I would rather a 
thousand times, my boy, that you never in all 
your life should possess a prize than know you 
had obtained one at such a cost. We wiU not 
envy Ernest his ill-gotten books, but pray for 
him that Grod may turn his heart and show 
him his sin." 

Mr. St. Aubyn received no reply to his 
letter to Lord GrIanviUe for some days, but at 
length he got a short note from him saying, 
that he was sorry H^arry and Emey had any 
misunderstanding. He had always perceived 
that Harry was jealous of his cousin, and he 
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considered the best way was to take no notice 
of boys' grievances at scliool, but let them get 
friends again their own way. Young lads 
were often indifferent about speaking the 
truth ; but mixing with the world, and growing 
older and wiser, would soon cure that. Mr. St. 
Aubyn sighed as he laid the letter down, and 
said to his son — 

" Your uncle does not see this matter quite 
in the same light as we do, my boy, and 
so I shall just write to Dr. Tatham a statement 
of the facts, and let him act as he sees fit. If 
he still doubts you, you must bear it patiently, 
and by continued straightforward honest con- 
duct, make him see his mistake ; and above all, 
show no ill-will to your cousin. You are right, 
and you can afford to be generous ; you know 
we must not render evil for evil, nor railing for 
railings but contrariwise, blessing." 

" I will try, papa ; but it's hard, when I did 
work so." 

" So it is, Harry ; but all these trials are good 
preparations for the still heavier ones which we 
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are called on to bear as we journey througli 
life, and the effort to endure them patiently 
and courageously always sooner or later insures 
success/' 

'' Here is another letter, papa dear, fallen 
down, which you have not opened/* said Isabel, 
handing it to her father. 

" So there is, and not from a first-rate scribe 
either, by the look of it ;" and glancing at the 
name when he had opened the letter, he ex- 
claimed, " Oh ! from our old friend Susan ; what 
has she to say P" and he read aloud as follows : 

" Honoured Sir, 

" I am sorry to say I have again 
lost my place through Master Glanville. As 
soon as I heard how dear Master Harry had 
lost his prize, I went to mistress, and said Td 
seen Master Freddy with a paper which he 
said Master Glanville had given him to copy, 
with H. St. Aubyn's name on it, and that he 
must sit up and do it, for Master Q-. wanted to 
copy it again ; and I said I'd just heard that 
dear Master Harry had lost his prize through 
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it ; and mistress was very kind, and said she 
was very sorry, and she'd go at once to Dr. 
Tatham about it. Master Hgxry was gone 
before she got there, but Master Glanville was 
not gone, and the Dr. had him up in the room ; 
and would you believe it. Sir, he denied it all, 
and said he knew me; that I lived at his 
aunt's, and was sent away from there for story- 
telling. WeU, Sir, when mistress got home 
she sent for Master Freddy, and if he didn't 
declare he'd never seen the paper ; and so I was 
discharged at once, and here I am again on my 
poor parents' hands, twice sent home for what 
I haven't deserved. 

" Honoured Sir, I am so miserable, if you 
could do anything for me I should be so much 
obliged, and* would ever be your grateful 

servant, 

" Susan Chapman." 

« Coleshill-lane, Witham." 

The children were loud in their exclamations 
of pity for poor Susan ; and it was decided that 
she should at once be sent for, to stay with 
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them till slie could procure a situation, which 
they would help her to do as far as they could. 

" But I don't understand, papa," said Isabel, 
"why Ernest brought another boy into it. 
Why was Whitmore to copy the verses first?" 

" I cannot, @ course, say for certain^ my 
dear; but it appears to me that Ernest thought 
if Whitmore got the paper and copied it, he 
could safely say he had not copied Harry's, if 
he was asked. I presume he flattered himself 
that h : would not have a lie to answer for ; 
but he forgot that, in God's sight, deceit and 
subterfuge are lies— that the acted falsehood is 
as bad as the spoken one. And now let us 
dismiss the subject from our conversation, at 
least, and from our thoughts, if we can. 
Talking of an injury, done us, aggravates our 
sense of it very much, and therefore, as iu 
most cases, silence is wisdom. As a dlever 
author advises, there are two persons of whom 
we should never trust ourselves to speak — 
oneself and one's enemy." 

And Mr. St. Aubyn's advice was strictly 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE GOLDEN EULE. 281 

followed by these good and obedient children. 
Even among themselves, Ernest's conduct was 
not discussed any more during the holidays, 
nor, indeed, his name mentioned, until the day 
before Harry was to return to school. Mrs. 
St. Aubyn received a very sad letter from 
Lady GlanviUe, saying that Dr. Tatham had 
refused to receive Ernest back, in consequence 
of his conduct. "It is a sad grief to me," 
wrote Lady GlanviUe. " My husband makes 
light of it ; but I fear it is the beginning of 
worse, Ernest still, too, refdses to confess his 
fault ; but I have insisted on his sending the 
books to Harry, and I trust you will receive 
them safely on the receipt of this." 

And now, as I must not grow too lengthy 
with my story, for I see some little eyes 
beginning to twinkle, we must skip over some 
years, and we shall find the boys whose early 
days we have been watching grown to man's 
estate. Harry is at college, working weU and 
heartily ; he is to take orders, and is looking 
forward to it with real pleasure. Every one 
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likes him. His word is his bond. He is the 
defender of all who are oppressed, the com- 
forter of all who are in trouble, ready and 
willing to help all who want it ; and yet no 
one carries a happier, merrier face, no one 
more thoroughly enjoys a good gallop with 
the hounds, or enters more earnestly into the 
excitement of the boat-races or cricket-matches 
— no one whose laugh rings out so merrily at 
a joke as Harry St. Aubyn's. He is one of the 
best proofs that a man may be a good, earnest- 
minded Christian, and yet, Charlie, not what 
you would call a " muff." And Ernest — ^what 
of him? He has gone on from bad to worse, 
as his poor .mother dreaded. The faults so 
lightly regarded by his father in his young 
days, he had learnt to think of lightly himself; 
and as a disregard to truth is the foundation 
of all other want of principle, Ernest was now 
bringing his father's grey hairs with sorrow to 
the grave. One sad glance at Ernest Glanville, 
and my story is ended for to-night. He stands 
at the bar of justice, brought there on a charge 
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of forgery. Circumstantial evidence is strong 
against him. He has had a severe quarrel 
with one of his bad associates— one who, like 
himself, has no regard to truth, so that his 
own ends are served. He has vowed ven- 
geance against Ernest; this opportunity occurs, 
and he stands there to carry out his scheme, 
and, if possible; convict Ernest of a crime of 
which he is innocent. The bad company he 
has kept, and the fact, well known, that no 
one believes a word he says, tell against him ; 
the perjurer is believed, and Ernest is sen- 
tenced to transportation ! Who that heard it 
would ever forget the shriek of his heart- 
broken mother, when the tidings were con- 
veyed to her. Yes, though the son of a Peer, he 
must henceforth be one amongst the convicts 
in a penal settlement, for though guiltless of 
the crime for which he suffered, he had stooped 
to falsehood and deceit, forgetful of his high 
position, and the duty it entails on all who 
hold such a one to. be Honourable in deed as 
well as in name. 
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As he was borne away from Ms native land, 
in the feaxfdl company of that ship, there 
seemed to arise before him a large room, filled 
with many children, and a tall, pale girl, who, 
with eyes swollen with weeping, looked re- 
proachfully at him, and said, "Thou hast 
borne false witness against me ;" and again, a 
large school-room, and a crowd of boys, and 
among them one fair face, who, with the same 
sad look and tone, nttered the same reproof— 
"Against me, too, didst thou bear false 
witness." Aye, in this world his sin has 
found him out. Let us pray for him, and all 
like him, that their punishment here may, 
through God's mercy, spare them from the 
wrath to come; and for ourselves, that we 
may not be led into the like temptation, but 
ever remember, that even an ill-natured stoiy 
repeated, of the truth of which we are not per- 
fectly sure, is a breach of the command, 
"Thou shalt not bear false witness against 
thy neighbour." 
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THOU SHALT NOT COVET THY NeIGHBOUB'S WiPE, NOB 

HIS Servant, nor his Maid^ nor his Ox, nor his 
Ass, NOR Anything that is his." 
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Your appointed stations in. 
For to envy or to covet 

Others* goods jb mortal sin.** 
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X. 



** Thoti shalt not covet tby Neighbour's House : thou shalt 
not covet thy Neighbour's Wife, nor his Servant, nor 
his Maid, nor his Ox, nor his Ass, nor Anything that 
is his." 

" I don't like mine half as well as yours/* 
said a little girl to her sister in a peevish 
whining voice. 

" Why, Agnes, they're nearly alike," an- 
swered her sister, " I'm sure." 

" No ; yours has got a little flower on it, 
and mine hasn't," 

" Well, I'm sure I'll change with you if you 
like," said her sister, good-naturedly ; " for I 
see no difference, and I don't suppose Uncle 
James will care — ^perhaps we'd better ask him 
first, though." 

As she spoke, the door opened, and a fine 
sailor-looking fellow came in. 
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" Oh ! Uncle James/' said the little girl, 
" Agnes likes my locket hest. May we 
change?" 

" Yes, by all means if yon like. Why do 
yon like it best, Agnes ?" he asked. 

" Becanse it's prettier, Uncle James." 

*' Well, I can't see mnch diflference ; how- 
ever, please yonrseltes and yon'll please me; 
and now, yon know, yon mnst have some of 
my hair to pnt in them — so which of you wiH 
cnt some off?" 

« Oh ! I will, I wiU !" cried both the Uttle 
girls, delighted at the fnn of cutting Uncle 
James's hair ; and they had soon found a pair 
of scissors, and he was seated on the floor, 
having agreed that each child was to cat ^ 
piece for her own locket; but, luckily for 
Uncle James's appearance the operation was 
interrupted by the arrival of mamma. 

" What is going forward?" she asked. 

The delighted children, both in a breath, 
said what they were about to do. 
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" Then, unless Uncle James would like to 
be disfigured for the next few weeks by two 
great gaps in his hair, he had better either let 
me do it or show you how/' 

" Oh, show them how by all means — ^pray 
do not disappoint them of the job," said Uncle 
James. 

Accordingly, Mrs. Murray, laughing, as she 
said how Uncle James did spoil them, and 
what a good thuig it would be when he was 
gone to sea, showed them where best to select 
a piece of hair so that it would not be missed, 
and then he pretended they had cut him, 
and hopped about in such strange fashion that 
the children shouted with laughter — ^then he 
was a pony, and both the children rode up 
and down the room on his back; and when 
they were tired of that fun he was to be their 
baby, and he submitted to be placed on the 
sofa and covered with anti-macassars and fed 
with a doll's spoon with imaginary arrowroot ; 
so that the happy children could in no wise 

u 
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agree with, mamma that it would be a good 
thing when Uncle James was gone to sea, for 
they should then lose the very best playfellow 
they ever had. Not only the children, but every 
one — ^high and low, rich and poor, loved Uncle 
James — ^to have him in the house was like the 
constant presence of the sun; on everything 
he put a bright face; every one confided in 
him, and told him their griefs, and they never 
left him uncomforted; he had placed the 
matter either in some much more favourable 
light, or else proved that that very sorrow was 
the best thing that could have happened to 
them. He loved children beyond all things ; 
and to come and stay with his sister's chil- 
drem whenever he was able, was his greatest 
pleasure. 

They were pretty little things — ^fine healthy 
specimens of English children. Ella was a 
very sweet child, but Agnes had one failing 
which rendered her far less attractive than her 
sister — a spirit of discontent. Whatever she 
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had to do, she wished to do something else ; 
and whatever she had given her was never so 
nice as somebody else's ; so that this constant 
uneasiness gave an expression to her face which 
entirely marred its beauty. Fond as he was 
of her, Uncle James soon saw this fault, and 
hoped that before he left he should be able to 
break her of it, but as yet he had determined 
on no plan to pursue. 

As soon as the children had gone upstairs 
to their tea, he told his sister of Agnes' wish 
to change the lockets. 

" Yes," said Mrs. Murray, " that is the way 
she always goes on. She likes nothing of her 
own; and Ella is so good-natured, that she 
invariably changes with her ; and then I have 
even known her want her own back again. It 
really appears quite a malady." 

" Yes, and will become a serious sin if not 
checked. Have you ever punished her for it?" 

" Yes, I have taken away her toys and not 
allowed her to have any, and she has promised 

tj2 
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not to do it again. But it is tlie same about 
everything ; her clothes, the house, nothing is 
right, nothing like other people's. I am fairly 
puzzled to know what to do with her.'* 

"I must see what I can do," said Uncle 
James ; " I should like to succeed in breaking 
her before I go to sea again. You wiU let me 
break her of it if I can?'* 

" Most certainly, for I am quite sure you 
will resort to no harsh measures/' 

" No, I am no friend to harsh measures with 
children. Nature is never harsh to them, and 
in our management of children, both bodily 
and spiritually, we cannot do better than take 
Nature for our guide; all her provisions for 
the young are so tender, so admirably adapted 
to their weaknesses and wants." 

" I think, James, you deserve at least six of 
your own," said his sister, smiling ; " you are 
80 fond of them, and seem to make them your 
study." 

" I trust I shall have what I deserve then, 
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I'm sure, for nothing in this world would make 
me happier than to see a group of my own 
little ones about me — children are my hobby, 
I own. Some people study the stars, some 
flowers, others have a fancy for insects or the 
monsters of the deep, but to me there is no 
study equal to the study of a child's mind. 
X am content to see the stars shine and the 
flowers bloom, and admire their beauty and 
the power and majesty of God who made them; 
but knowing I can neither add to nor take 
from their beauty, or by the most perfect ac- 
quaintance with them admire them more than 
I do, I have never cared to be a botanist, as- 
tronomer, or entomologist. But children, those 
sweet little beings who, as Dickens so beauti- 
fully says, * are so fresh from God,' are to me 
a never-ending source of interest; it is as 
though the Almighty had given us some pure 
white tablets on which we may engrave what 
we will, and either stamp them with His 
image and so fit them for heaven, or blot and 
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deface their purity till they may have no 
entrance there where all things are pnre/* 

" That is a very serious way of putting it, 
James ; do you think our children are so grave 
a responsibility as that ?'* 

" Indeed I do, Louisa ; and it seems to me 
that our children would grow up better men 
and women if all thought as I do." 

" But then one could never have one's chil- 
dren out of one's sight." 

" They never should be out of sight of their 
mother if that mother is worthy to have the 
care of them ; therefore, when I choose a wife 
I shall first consider whether she will be a 
good mother." 

"But the boys, James, they cannot be 
always under their mother s eye ?" 

" Until the image is stamped upon the tablet 
they can, and then you may send them forth 
fearlessly to do battle with the world ; a boy 
should never leave his home till he is eight or 
nine years old." 

" Well, I am glad I have no boys ; I find my 
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two girls trouble enough, at least Agnes, 
Ella is very good, and I am sure I have 
brought them up both alike." 

" The difference of disposition in children of 
the same parents is another interesting feature 
in the study of them, and a general mistake 
which people make is in bringing them up 
exactly alike ; Nature does not make them so^ 
and as they differ in disposition, so should 
their treatment differ. One child requires a 
sudden sharp word, another gentle affectionate 
remonstrance ; one can bear great indulgence, 
another must be treated with positive severity; 
and though to do as ' the old woman did who 
lived in her shoe' may be a quicker method of in- 
suring prompt obedience, and so far, less trouble, 
depend on it, it is not the way to treat those 
beings to whom God has given a superior in- 
telligence. Brutes require brute force; but 
surely tiU your chUd has become one, you need 
not resort to the same management." 

"Well, I think you re right, dear James, 
and I hope before you go you will put me in 
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the right way to manage my little ones, for it 
seems to me a heavy and painfdl responsibility 
in my husband's absence." 

" I am sure it must, dear love ; and I hope, 
when he does return, he will have every reason 
to be satisfied with his little ones. Ella is 
already a little darling, and if we can drive 
away the evil spirit which torments Agnes, 
she will be equally nice.'* 

" Ah ! it's a great mistake to marry a sol- 
dier," said his sister, sighing. 

" Or a sailor?" he asked. 

"Yes, or a sailor! But I must run and 
dress, or I shall keep dinner waiting, which 
will be too much for even your good temper." 

It was a great comfort to Mrs. Murray, 
in her husband's absence, to have her brother 
with her, for she was one of those dependent 
beings who like to lean on the opinion of 
another, and can do nothing without advice : 
it was, therefore, as she said, a great mistake 
for her to have married a soldier. The next 
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morning Uncle James was making his way, as 
usual, to the nursery, and as he walked through 
the room leading to it, he heard Agnes say — 

" How horrid it is to live in London, in this 
nasty poking street. I shouldn't mind if it 
was a nice big house in one of the squares, like 
where the Nortons live ; but it is so miserable 
here." 

" Wiiy do you look out of window, then, 
Agnes ?" said Ella ; " come and play with your 
doll. I'm pretending mine is ill, and I'm its 
nurse." 

" Because my doll's such an ugly thing : I 
hate it. If I'd a pretty one, like yours, I 
should like to play with it; but everybody 
gives you pretty things, and I've nothing 
pretty." As she said these words, her uncle 
opened the door. 

"Well, little folks, how are you? Come 
and give me my morning salute." The chil- 
dren both ran and kissed him. 

" Now," he said, " Agnes, as soon as I have 
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finished breakfast, I am going to take you out 
with me. So, nurse, will you be so kind as to 
have Miss Agnes ready ?" 

"Yes, sir; and Miss Ella?" 

" No, Ella will take care of mamma in the 
meanwhile. And what should you like me to 
buy you, my little maid ? The little one who 
stops at home, if she's good, must have some- 
thing bought for her." 

Ella looked up with a pretty, sly smile at 
her uncle, and said — 

" I should like a dinner-set, like Lucy 
Norton's." 

" Well, you shall have one, then, most cer- 
tainly. Agnes and I will go and buy it." 

Accordingly, the moment he had finished 
his breakfast. Uncle James ordered the brough- 
am to the door, and he and his little niece 
started. "Stop at Mortlock's," was his first 
order to the groom ; and in a short time they 
drew up before the large china shop, and Uncle 
James aUghting, took Agnes in, and there 
bought a beautiful little doll's dinner-service. 
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which he desired might be packed and sent to 
his address. Agnes looked very much as- 
tonished to find only one purchased. Her 
uncle read her thoughts. 

" My dear, you never like anything that is 
bought for you ; you would be sure to prefer 
Ella's ; so, now you can always look at hers, 
you know/* 

They drove on. Agnes heard her uncle give 
some order where to go to, but too much dis- 
appointed at receiving no present, she scarcely 
heard, and sat sulky in the comer of the 
carriage. At length her uncle said — 

" Agnes, do you know your catechism ?" 

" Yes, uncle." 

" Then tell me the tenth commandment." 

The child repeated it perfectly. 

" Do you understand what it means ? Tell 
it in your own words." 

But that Agnes could not do, and so her 
uncle said — 

" Agnes, it is God's order that we should 
not want anything which is not ours ; that is 
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to say, that we should be perfectly contented 
with whatever He pleases to give us, and not 
vex ourselves and others by a constant craving 
for those things which we have not. Think 
over what I have said, till we arrive at the 
place where I am going to take you. 

The carriage stopped very shortly after this 
at the top of a narrow court. 

Uncle James got out, and lifted out Agnes, 
and taking her hand, led her on. She looked 
up at him wondering^ly. Where could he be 
going ? Never had she been in such a place. 
Filthy, abject-looking children, almost naked, 
looking like old men and women, were playing 
or fighting on every door-step; scarcely a 
window in the houses had glass in them; dirty 
women, scarcely worthy of the name, stood 
with arms a-kimbo, staring at the strangers; 
and all presented a more horrible and revolting 
sight than Agnes had ever witnessed. She 
clung terrified to her uncle, and almost 
screamed with horror as he entered one of the 
miserable dwellings, and began to ascend the 
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crazy staircase. He knocked at the first door, 
and a feeble voice bid him enter. Sad was the 
scene which presented itself. A woman sat on 
a broken chair, the only article of fdmiture in 
the room ; and on the ground, at her feet, sat 
two small children ; an infant was in her lap, " 
and an oldei* child stood by the window, his 
two thin arms clasped round a large loaf of 
bread. 

" Am I speaking to Mrs. Stephens ?" asked 
TJncle James. 

"You are, sir," said the poor woman, 
who, with true politeness, had risen to give 
her chair to the visitors. 

" Do not disturb yourself, Mrs. Stephens ; 
we have driven here, and are not tired. Tou 
have a brother a sailor, I think ?" 

The woman's wan face lighted with a faint 
smile, as she said— 

" Yes, sir, my brother Eobert is a sailor." 

" I am his captain. He* and I used to have 
long talks together, and he spoke of you very 
kindly, and said you did not get on very wcU, 
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SO I promised I would, on the first opportunity, 
look in on you, and see if I could be of any 
use. Is your husband in work ?" 

" Yes, sir. He used to have very good em- 
ploy, but then he never brought the money 
home. He's sorry now, I think, when he 
comes home and sees us like this. I've parted 
with every single thing to get us bread. My 
only other chair went for that loaf. I'd go 
in the Union, but they wont take me without 
my husband, and he wont go all the time he 
can get a little work." 

The child who had twined its arms round 
the loaf, began, at this moment, to utter a low 
sob ; the mother said — 

" Hush, Charles, you'll not have it for cry- 
ing for it ; have patience, and you shall have 
some presently." 

" Why does he cry ?" asked Unde James. 

" Because he wants a bit o' bread, sir ; he 
hasn't had any food since yesterday morning." 

" For pity's sake give him some at once," 
said Uncle James, 
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" Oh I he must learn to wait, sir ; better to 
wait for it when we've got it, than cry for it 
when we haven't. I'm obliged to learn 'em 
like that, else when I haven't got bread I 
don't know what I should do with 'em." 

"Poor children, that is hard discipline," 
murmured Uncle James, Then turning to the 
poor boy, who stiU kept fast hold of the loaf, 
with his tears dropping on it, he said, " My 
boy, don't cry; you shall have some bread 
and something to eat with it presently. 
Have not you children got any toys ?" 

The boy stared at him, but made no answer. 

" Bless you, sir," said the mother, " I don't 
know as they've ever so much as seen a toy, 
much less had one to keep." 

" No toys at aU ? Any clothes besides these 
they have on ? — any Sunday clothes ?" 

" Dear heart, sir, we don't know Sunday 
from any other day in the week ; we've long, 
enough ago lost count of the days. God knows 
they're all alike to us. They haven't had their 
clothes off for ever so long,xfor I've nothing to 
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put 'em in of a night, and no bed-clothes to 
cover 'em ; they must have their clothes on 
to keep 'em warm." 

Agnes had listened breathlessly to all the 
woman said, and looked with wonder and sor- 
row mixed at the poor hungry children ; that 
poor child crying for bread which she would 
/lave thought a hardship to eat for breakfast 
without jam or butter. 

" Now," continued Uncle James, " let me 
give a piece of bread to this poor child, and in 
a short time I will send you all some food and 
a few necessaries. I will call in again in a 
few days, and hope to pee you more comfort- 
able." As he spoke, he cut with his pocket- 
knife a crust off the loaf and gave it to the 
boy, upon which the other two rose from the 
floor, and running to him, held up their little 
thin, dirty fingers for some too. He helped 
them aU, and as they began eagerly to eat it, he 
said: 

" Look, Agnes ! they enjoy this dry bread 
better than you did your hash yesterday." 
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Agnes hung her head in shame, her uncle's 
lesson was beginning to dawn on her. 

" Now, Mrs. Stephens, we will leave you, 
but I trust a little cheered by the thought 
that you have found a friend. Try and remem- 
ber," he said in a lower voice, " that God sent 
me to you, and thank Him, and try for the 
future to recollect the day, which if you are 
too poor to mark outwardly, you can in your 
heart remember. Even you, poor and wretched 
as you are, have something to be thankful for ; 
while you are honest, you can bless God who 
keeps you so. There are some homeless and 
houseless, some sick and suffering, many in 
prison, all worse off than you. Think of this, 
and on God's day, which He has sanctified, 
praise and bless Him ; it will cost you nothing, 
but purchase for you a great deal. You can 
kneel to Him here in this bare room, and He 
will hear you and comfort you." 

The woman made him no answer, but he 
could see the large tears fall upon the sleeping 

X 
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baby in her lap, and taking Agnes's hand he 
left the room. As they passed the door on the 
next landing, they heard a low moaning sound 
as of one in pain. Uncle James stopped and 
listened, and Agnes held his hand closer. A 
woman came up the stairs, and Uncle James 
asked her if any one was ill in that room. 

"Yes, it's Widow Bertram; she's set fast 
with the rheumatiz.'* 

"Poor thing! has she any one to nurse 
her?" 

" To nus her? law bless ye, no ! We can't 
pay no nusses hereabouts I can tell you, nor 
yet keep 'em; we've a hard matter to keep 
ourselves." 

" She, poor thing, has got no one with her, 
then ?" asked Uncle James. 

" No; we nows and thens goes in and out to 
her, some of us. But she can't afford to get 
nourishment, and we've none to spare her." 

" Do you think I may go and see her?" 

"Well, I dare say you might. Granny," 
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she said, opening the door, "here's some 
gentry come to see you ; may they come in ?'* 

" Oh, yes ! but I'm a poor sight to see." 

They entered, and found lying on a bed, 
with but scant clothing, a very aged woman ; 
two chairs and a small round table formed the 
furniture, and a small, very small, fire burnt 
in the grate. 

"My poor woman!" said Uncle James, 
kindly. "I heard you moaning; can I do 
anything for you ?" 

" No, sir, I fear not. I thank you kindly, 
I'm in such bad pain I can scarce help moan- 
ing at times, though I know it's sinful — but if 
I could only have a drop of water, my tongue 
cleaves to my mouth." 

"Tou do not mean you cannot even get 
water?" said Uncle James, with an expression 
of horror at the very thought. 

" No, sir, but we are so troubled to get water 
down this court ; a kind lady sent me some 
pea-soup to-day, and it has made me so thirsty.'* 
X 2 
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" You shall hav© some drink instantly, my 
poor creature," said Uncle James. " Stay here 
for a moment or two, Agnes, while I go and 
see about it." 

Agnes did not much fancy remaining in 
that wretched room and house, even for a 
moment, without her uncle ; but he waited for 
no remonstrance, he was gone in a minute. 

** Sit down, miss," said the poor old woman. 
"I'm sure the gentleman's very good; Grod 
will reward him. Pain and poverty are sad 
companions, miss; but still I can bless God 
that I have a little decent room of my own, 
and with my parish allowance I can keep firom 
starving. A good son of mine pays my rent, 
so I have my fifteen pence clear and a loaf 
of bread; I used to get on brave till this 
rheuraatiz took me, but now I am broke 
down. I can't keep myself nor my room clean. 
The neighbours do just come in and sweep it 
up a bit, and light my fire ; but my poor hair 
ain't been combed out, nor my face and hands 
washed, this two or three days ; and I can't read 
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ny Bible, for I can't hold my book. But, bless 
the Lord, I know a great deal on*t by heart, 
and comfort myself with saying what I can 
think on/' 

Poor little Agnes did not know what reply 
to make ; but she could read singularly well for 
her age, so ventured to say — 

" Shall I read some to you, till uncle comes 
ba^k?" 

" Oh ! miss, if you would I would be grate- 
ful. Mayhap it would make me forget my 
pain and my thirst, for it says so many com- 
forting things." 

*' What shall I read?" asked Agnes. 

*' The thirty-fourth Psalm, if you would, 
Miss ; it is so fine." 

So Httle Agnes read it as well as she was 
able, the poor old woman prompting her when 
she got puzzled, for she almost knew it by heart. 
Just as it was concluded Uncle James re- 
turned, carrying a large basket. 

" Now, you poor old soul, I think Tve set 
you up for a little ; here's some drink for you." 
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And opening the basket, he took out four 
bottles of soda-water, a tumbler, a stone-bottle 
full of fresh water, some tea and sugar, and 
two lemons. 

He opened one of the bottles at once, and 
the poor old woman's eyes sparkled at the 
delicious-looking drink. Tenderly he raised 
her head, and put the glass to her lips, -which 
she drained eagerly to the very bottom ; and, 
with a look of gratitude which he said he 
should never forget, said — 

" Oh ! sir, I think that's saved my life." 

"That's well," answered Uncle James. 
"Now, I have brought you some tea and 
sugar, and some fresh water to m^e the tea, 
and two lemons to make lemonade. I'U do 
that before I go, if you've got a jug." 

" Oh ! bless you, sir, how good you are ; but 
I can't bear you should do such things." 

" I'm a sailor, my good woman, and am used 
to roughing it; I can do anything. Come, 
where's the jug ?" 

" In the cupboard, sir." 
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He got the jug, sliced the lemon into it, 
made some water boil in a small saucepan, 
which he poured on it, threw in some sugar, 
and filled it up with cold water, and then drew 
the table close to the bed, and put the jug 
on it. 

" Can you reach it, do you think, there ?'* 

" Thank you, and bless you, sir, I think I 
can ; it's great pain to move, but it's better 
than the thirst/' 

" However," continued Uncle James, " I'm 
going to try to get some one to be with you, 
and then they can give it you. I've got a 
thought in my head ; you must stay a little 
longer, Agnes." 

And away he went again. He was gone 
but a few moments this time, and returned 
with Mrs. Stephens. 

" This woman I have hired to nurse you 
tiU you're well, Mrs. Bertram. She must have 
her baby with her, and run upstairs now and 
then to see to the other children ; but she will 
take care you are not thirsty again." 
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Good thoughtful Uncle James. Thus was 
he helping both these poor creatures. He had 
hired Mrs. Stephens at seven shillings a-week, 
paying her in advance, to wait on this poor 
old woman, and their fervent blessings fol- 
lowed him as he went, and angels hearing 
them registered them in Heaven ! 

" Well, Agnes,** he said, when they were 
once again seated in the carriage, " do you 
envy any one you have seen to-day ? — ^would 
you change houses with them, or their suffer- 
ing, or their hunger, for your strong health, 
your plentiful food? WiU you try to re» 
member each time that you are peevish and 
discontented the wretched homes you have 
seen to-day ? Will you try to think of those 
poor little children who have never seen a 
toy, when you cry because you do not think 
yours so pretty as your sister's ? WiU you 
remember their tattered clothing when you 
envy the smarter dresses of your little friends? 
Will you remember their miserable home when 
you covet the big^ house in the square? If 
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you will do all this, Uncle James's lesson will 
have been learnt. And now, little one, I will 
give you the same money which Ella's dinner- 
service cost if you will spend it on those 
poor little children — ^wiU you? Should you 
like to do so ?" 

" Yes, Uncle, I should," said Agnes, with 
the tears running down her cheeks. 

" There it is," he said ; then placing in her 
hand ten shillings, " consult Mamma how you 
shall lay it out for them." 

The moment they arrived at home Agnes 
flew up to the nursery to recount her adven^ 
tures, and soon the tender-hearted little Ella 
was weeping for the woes of the poor little 
Stephens' and planning all sorts of assistance 
for them -with nurse and Agnes, while Uncle 
James was telling his sister all that had hap- 
pened. 

That same evening a hamper of eatables, a 
mattress, and pair of warm blankets, were sent 
to the poor people, and the next morning 
Agnes went with her Mamma to purchase 
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with her ten shillings some clothing, and 
the making of it formed sgnusing occupa- 
tion for the children, with nurse to assist 
them, for several days. And then Agnes and 
Ella both went with Uncle James to take the 
things. Great was their delight at the im- 
proved aspect of everything. Widow Bertram's 
room was beautifaUy clean, and she herself, 
with her grey hair neatly brushed, and with a 
clean cap and night-gown on, looked as well 
again. 

In the Stephens' room there were symptoms, 
too, of improvement. A nice fire burnt in the 
grate, and she had bought the children some 
little stools to sit on, and a piece of second- 
hand carpet to put down before the fire, and 
some little basons and spoons, from which they 
were eating some boiled rice for their dinners. 
An earthenware tea-pot, a pound of rushlights, 
and half-a-pound of soap, completed her pur- 
chases ; and Uncle James gave her great credit 
for the manner in which she had laid her 
money out. The poor children were delighted 
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with their new clothes, which Uncle James 
begged might be put on on Sunday for the 
first time. Little Ella had packed up a basket 
of her own toys for the children, and was well 
repaid by their wonder and delight when she 
gave them amongst them. 

Uncle James's lesson was never forgotten 
by Agnes. Every time a peevish whine of 
discontent was about to arise, that wretched 
room rose up before her, and checked it, till, 
thus broken of her chief fault, Agnes became 
as loving and beloved as her little sister ; and 
every Sunday, when the words were uttered, 
" Thou shalt not covet," Agnes repeated the 
response more earnestly than any other. 

Before Uncle James went again to sea, he 
had established the Stephens* as lodge-keepers 
at a gentleman's park, where it was a sight he 
loved better than any other to see those 
London-born children, jumping and screaming 
with delight, in the pretty garden attached to 
the lodge. Mrs. Murray promised him Mrs. 
Bertram should be taken care of; and so dear. 
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kind, noble Uncle James once more went forth 
to brave the clangers of the sea ; but to one 
like him there seems no danger, but in sin. 
Everywhere he could realize the Divine pre- 
sence, and feel by that presence protected and 
supported. " Bocked in the cradle of the 
deep," he did " lie down in peace to sleep," 
trusting in the belief that stoirm or calm was 
ordered, and ordered for the best ; and if his 
lamp were trimmed, it mattered not how or 
when he was called. 

*' And now, my children," said grandmamma, 
" my task is ended; eamestlyido I hope these 
tales may not only have given you some few 
evenings' amusement, but have served to ex- 
plain your duty to your God and your neigh- 
bour — shown you how best fully to carry out 
TuE Golden Eule, * Do unto others as you 
would have them do unto you.' " 

the end. 

t 
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